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CHAPTER   XVI. 

THE    TRUTH    OF    IT. 

As  Muriel,  oppressed  by  her  new  fore- 
boding that  all  was  not  well  at  Rossendale, 
turned  in  the  direction  of  home,  she  was 
startled  to  feel  a  hand  upon  her  arm. 

'  One  instant,'  said  a  voice  in  her  ear  ; 
*  don't  turn  back,  please.  Pardon  me  for 
detaining  you,  but  I  am  anxious  to  speak 
to  you  for  a  few  moments  —  terribly 
anxious.' 

The  man  addressed  her  in  a  very  hurried 
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and  excited  way,  and  Muriel,  for  an  instant, 
knew  not  what  course  to  adopt.  It  did 
not  strike  her  that  she  had  met  him  before 
— that  in  any  way  he  belonged  to  a  past 
in  which  she  had  had  any  share — and  she 
shook  his  hand  from  her  arm  indignantly. 

^  I  do  not  know  you,  sir.  How 
dare ' 

'  My  name  is  Faremouth — Claude  Fare- 
mouth,'  was  the  explanation  quickly  prof- 
fered. '  I  saw  you  last  night  for  the  first 
time/ 

^  Claude  Faremouth — here  !' 

They  were  passing  a  street-lamp,  and 
she  peered  into  his  face.  Yes,  it  was  the 
man  to  whom  Oliver  Toope  had  introduced 
her  last  night — the  husband  of  the  fair 
woman  to  whom  she  was  hurrying  back,  as 
if  to  her  rescue.  As  if  there  could  be  any 
danger    menacing    Mrs.    Faremouth  —  how 
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foolish  and  nervous  she  had  grown  all  of  a 
sudden  ! 

'  Oh,  I  did  not  recognise  you  at  first  T 
she  said,  almost  breathlessly.  '  Where  is 
Oliver  ?  Is  he  with  you  ?  He  promised 
me  that  he  would  not  come  to  Great 
Storn  s  Head  until  I  wrote,  or — but  what 
are  you  doing  here  without  him  V 

Not  until  the  words  had  escaped  her 
did  it  strike  Muriel  Reeves  that  she  had 
no  right  to  ask  these  questions  of  a  gentle- 
man to  whom  she  had  only  said  a  few 
words  last  night  for  the  first  time,  and 
she  was  on  the  verge  of  an  apology  as 
hurried  as  her  late  inquiries  had  been  when 
he  answered  her  quickly,  and  without 
evincing  any  surprise  at  her  abruptness. 

^  I  could  not  remain  at  Llanwyssander 
to-night.  I  left  Oliver  at  home,  and  came 
on  over  the  hills  to  see  you.' 
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'  Over  the  hills/  repeated  Muriel. 

'  Yes ;  it  is  a  favourite  walk  of  mine 
since  I  have  been  in  Wales.  It  tires  me. 
I  can  sleep  after  it.' 

'  To  see  me  ?'  added  Muriel,  concluding 
the  question  she  was  about  to  ask  of 
him. 

'  Yes/  he  replied ;  '  for  it  is  you  to 
whom  I  look  to  solve  a  doubt  that  is 
oppressing  me — that  has  come  to  me  within 
the  last  few  hours.  I  can  hardly  tell  how 
— or  why — but  so  it  is.'  He  shrugged 
his  shoulders  and  added  :  ^  Oliver  will  tell 
you  that  I  am  a  restless  fellow,  who  gives 
him  a  deal  more  trouble  than  I  am  worth  ; 
but  Oliver  is  a  good  fellow,  and  does  not 
mind.' 

*  Does  he  know  you  have  come  to  Great 
Storn's  to-night  V 

*  No,  he  does  not  know  that.      He  would 
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have   persuaded  me  to  wait  till  the  morn- 
ing, and  I  had  grown  very  restless.* 

'  Like  all  the  rest  of  us/  thought  Muriel ; 
but  she  said,  '  Why  have  you  come  V 

*  I  had  a  strong  belief  possessing  me  that 
you  could  solve  a  mystery.' 

'  Well,  I  think  I  can,'  Muriel  confessed. 

*  Ha  !  it  is  true,  then.      You  know — you 
know  !' 

*  Tell  me  what  it  is  that  you  expect, 
Mr.  Faremouth,  and  I  will  answer  you. 
I — I  hope  that  you  will  not  act  too  pre- 
cipitately ;  much  may  depend  upon  your 
caution,  your  consideration.  I — I  do  not 
know  if  it  be  in  any  way  my  place  to  tell 
you  the  truth,'  she  added  hesitatingly,  *  if 
— if  Oliver  will  be  pleased  with  me  for 
doing  so  ;  but  I  feel  so  helpless,  I  am  sur- 
rounded by  so  much  mystery,  that  I  know 
not  what  is  best.' 
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'  Great  God  !   who  does,  in  this  world  V 
he  exclaimed  passionately. 

Muriel  glanced  askance  at  him.  He 
seemed  suddenly  to  be  afraid  to  question 
her,  anxious  even  to  delay  the  inquiry 
which  he  had  come  all  the  way  from 
Llanwyssander  to  make.  He  was  like  a 
man  to  whom  the  truth  might  come  with 
too  great  a  shock,  and  cast  him  wholly 
down.  What  did  he  know  ?  How  much 
of  this  truth,  or  how  little,  and  how  would 
it  affect  him  ?  Had  she  not  better  pro- 
ceed cautiously  ?  The  truth  was  under 
any  circumstances  close  enough  upon  him 
without  her  acting  too  rashly  in  the  matter. 
'  Will  you  tell  me  what  you  suspect  or 
know,  Mr.  Faremouth — the  exact  reason 
for  your  coming  here — everything  V 
'  Yes,  certainly.  Shall  we  turn  V 
'  No,  let  us  go  on  towards   Rossendale, 
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please.       I      would     prefer     it,'     answered 
Muriel. 

'  I  seem  afraid  of  Rossendale,'  he  muttered. 

'  Why  afraid  of  it  V 

'  Mr.  Gladwell  might  see  us  together.' 

*  Mr.  Gladwell  might  be  very  glad  to 
see  you.' 

'  Oh  no,  that  is  not  likely,  if  he  be  the 
man  I  suspect  and  hate.' 

*  Why  do  you  hate  him  ?' 

'  Ah,  that  will  take  a  long  time  to  ex- 
plain,' he  replied.  '  He  has  deceived  me 
for  many  years — kept  back  all  explanation 
from  me — been  in  a  plot  with  others  to 
betray  me — has  so  much  to  confess  when 
I  hold  him  by  the  throat  that  you  needn't 
be  surprised  that  I  should  hate  him.  Rather 
wonder  in  your  heart  why  I  have  not  killed 
him.' 

^  The  man  you  hate  is  Gladwell  V 


8  THE  WOMAN  IN  THE  DARK 

'  His  name  is  Horbury/ 

'And  he  and  Gladwell  are  one  and  the 
same,  you  think  V 

*  I  am  almost  sure  of  it/  was  the  reply. 
*  Oliver  s  description  of  him,  and  of  his 
wife,  my  sister-in-law — the  inquiries  that 
I  have  made  in  the  town  this  evening — all 
confirm  my  first  suspicions  ;  and  you,  Miss 
Reeves,  will  help  me  on  towards  the 
truth/ 

'  If  I  can  I  will,'  Muriel  answered.  *  But 
the  truth  is  so  close  upon  you  already,  and 
there  is,  I  hope,  so  much  of  happiness 
advancing  along  with  it,  that  I  have  hardly 
a  right  to  forestall  the  revelation.' 

'  I — I  don't  understand  you  now,'  he 
said,  looking  in  a  bewildered  manner  at 
Muriel.  '  Happiness  !  What  possible  happi- 
ness can  there  be  for  me  ?' 

'  Your  wife ' 
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He  snatched  at  Muriel's  arm,  held  her 
tightly  by  the  wrist,  bent  down,  and  peered 
closely  in  her  face. 

^  What  do  you  know  of  my  wife  V 

'  That  she  is  safe  and  well — that  she  is 
getting  well  rapidly,'  said  Muriel,  correcting 
herself. 

'  Is  she  with  them  at  Rossendale,  then  ? 
My  wife  !'  he  exclaimed,  in  his  new  astonish- 
ment. 

'  Gertrude  Faremouth — if  that  lady  be 
your  wife,  sir — is  certainly  at  Rossen- 
dale.' 

'  With  these  Gladwells,  as  they  call  them- 
selves ?' 

*  Yes,  with  them.' 

*  For  how  long  has  this  been  ?  Tell  me, 
if  you  have  heard.  You  cannot  imagine 
what  the  difference  may  be  to  me.  Why, 
I    may  pass    from    hell  to   heaven  in    one 
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step.  Oh  !  if  you  only  knew — you  only 
knew — all  that  is  in  my  heart.  For  how 
long  a  time  has  Gertrude  Faremouth  been 
with  them  ?' 

'  For  some  years,  I  believe.' 

'  Here  V 

^  Here,  and  in  London.' 

'  Always  together — those  three  ?' 

'  So  far  as  I  can  follow  a  story  of  which 
fragments  only  have  drifted  to  me,  always 
together.' 

'  I  thought  that  you  might  have  given 
me  valuable  information  concerning  my  wife, 
but  not  of  this  kind.  Let  us  turn  ;  for 
Heaven's  sake  turn  back  with  me  !'  he 
urged,  *  and  tell  me  the  story  as  it  appears 
to  you.  You  are  quick,  clear-sighted, 
clever,  Oliver  says,  and  I  am  in  the  clouds.' 

'  Will  you  not  come  to  Rossendale  and 
see  your  wife  V 
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*  I  dare  not  approach  her  yet  ;  I  have 
not  the  courage.  Pray  turn  back  with 
me  !'  he  said,  in  a  deep,  tremulous  voice 
that  there  was  no  resisting. 

'  They  can  explain  so  much  better  than  I.' 

'  I  should  be  glad  to  hear  you,  and  only 
you/  he  said. 

Muriel  turned  back  with  him,  and  they 
went  slowly  towards  the  sea  again,  past 
the  broad  road  at  the  end  of  the  parade, 
along  the  parade  itself,  heedless  of  the 
time.  It  was  Muriel's  ill-fortune  to  exceed 
her  privileges,  and  be  always  late  at  Rossen- 
dale  ;  but  the  result  this  time  would  justify 
the  extension  of  leave,  she  thought.  The 
clouds  were  parting,  the  light  was  stealing 
through,  and  there  were  peace  and  good- 
will coming  to  them  all.  What  a  story 
to  tell  her  sister  Em  when  she  got  back 
to   Kennington — sister   Em,  the   little   un- 
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successful  novelist,  whose  head  was  full  of 
so  many  stories  of  her  own,  and  not  one 
of  them  so  wild  and  unaccountable  as  this 
had  proved  to  be. 

When  they  were  on  the  parade,  with 
the  sea-breeze  blowing  on  them,  Claude 
Faremouth  said  : 

'  Let  us  sit  here  ;  no  one  will  interrupt 
us/ 

Muriel  and  Claude  Faremouth  were  sit- 
ting side  by  side  on  one  of  the  iron  seats 
along  the  parade.  Even  with  this  story 
to  form  a  link  between  them,  Muriel  won- 
dered, with  a  spasm  of  a  smile  which  she 
could  not  repress,  what  Oliver  Toope  would 
think  of  it  all  if  he  came  suddenly  face  to 
face  with  them  ?  Would  there  be  jealousy 
and  anger  and  black  looks — just  after  the 
same  old  pattern  ! — till  the  position  was 
satisfactorily  made  clear  to  him  ? 
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It  was  somewhat  of  a  long  story  which 
Muriel  Reeves  had  to  relate,  although  her 
sojourn  at  Rossendale  extended  over  so 
short  a  period  of  time.  Much  had  hap- 
pened during  those  fleeting  hours  that  she 
was  never  likely  to  forget  again  ;  much 
that  was  inexplicable  still  remained  to 
excite  and  confuse  her;  but  she  was  explicit 
in  her  way,  offering  to  Claude  Faremouth 
a  clear  statement  of  the  impressions  which 
had  been  conveyed  to  her.  He  listened 
with  deep  attention,  his  hands  clasped 
tightly  together,  his  small,  piercing  eyes 
fixed  upon  Muriel's  countenance,  watching 
every  varying  phase  therein. 

*  She  has  been  insane,  then,  all  these 
years  V 

^Yes.' 

'  You  believe  that  V 

*  I  have  no  reason  to  doubt  it  in  any  way.' 
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'  Poor    woman  !      Poor  nesrlected    wife  ! 


O" 


What  a  cruel  injustice  I  have  done  you/ 
he  said  ;  *  and  her  sister  Lavinia  has  been 
kind  to  her,  has  protected  her  all 
along  V 

'  She  speaks  well  of  her  sister,  and  of 
her  husband  too.' 

'  Horbury  V 

'  Yes/ 

^  If  she  only  knew  as  much  of  him  as  I 
know/  said  Claude,  clenching  his  hands  ;  '  if 
his  wife  only  dreamt  of  it !  Have  you  any 
conception  why  Gertrude  has  been  kept 
away  from  me,  why  her  malady  has  never 
been  communicated  to  me,  why  I  have  been 
in  one  indirect  fashion  or  another  led  to 
think  her  false  V 

'  False  !' 

*  Yes  ;  false  to  me,  tired  of  me,  in  love 
and  in  league  with  another  man/ 
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'  What  villain  could  have  done  you  so 
cruel  a  wrong  V 

*  I  shall  know  in  time,'  he  muttered. 

'  This  Horbury?'  said  Muriel,  with  a  thrill 
of  horror  at  the  thought,  ^  has  he  sown  these 
suspicions  in  your  mind  V 

^  Presently  we  shall  know,'  he  answered, 
evasively  again. 

*  What  possible  motive  could  he  have  to 
deceive  you  thus  V 

*  There  are  motives  which  move  most  men 
and  many  women,'  he  replied.  '  The  awful, 
hateful  curse  of  money.' 

*  But  in  what  way  can  money ' 

'  I  will  not  say  a  word  more  against  my 
enemies  to-night.  Enemies  and  friends, 
darkness  and  light,  evil  and  good,  are  all 
strangely  commingled,  and  the  truth  which 
you  have  told  me  clashes  strangely  with 
what  I  have  been  taught  to  believe  till  this 
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day.     Let  us  go  to  her  for  the  solution  to 
the  riddle.' 

He  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  Muriel  followed 
his  example.  She  looked  round  in  a  scared 
way  as  she  rose,  and  exclaimed  : 

*  The  lights  are  out  on  the  pier.  What 
time  can  it  possibly  be  V 

*  It  is  growing  late,'  he  said. 

^  They  will  wonder  what  has  become  of 
me,'  said  Muriel. 

*  I  will  explain,'  he  replied.  *  It  is  my 
fault  to  have  detained  you  so  long.' 

'  You  return  with  me  to  see  Mrs.  Fare- 
mouth  V 

'  Yes.     Who  has  a  greater  right  than  I  ?' 

*  No  one,'  answered  Muriel. 

He  said  ^  Thank  you '  in  a  low  voice,  and 
Muriel  hardly  knew  what  he  was  thanking 
her  for. 


CHAPTER    XVII. 

*  WHO    IS    THIS    MAN  V 

Yes,  it  was  very  late — that  is,  late  for  a 
town  which  is  astir  early,  and  has  markets 
and  fishing  interests  to  consider  soon  after 
sunrise.  The  shops  were  shut,  the  parade 
was  almost  deserted — a  few  stragglers  like 
themselves  occasionally  passed  along.  The 
lights  were  scanty  in  the  windows  of  the 
houses  opposite,  save  where  the  hotels  were, 
which  were  ablaze  with  gas,  and  resonant 
with  the  voices  of  innumerable  visitors 
singing  and  gossiping  in  the  drawing-room, 
arguing   in  the   smoke-room,  and   swearing 
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profusely   over    bad    shots    in    the   biUiard- 
room. 

When  Claude  and  Muriel  were  clear  of 
the  town,  the  way  to  Rossendale  lay  before 
them  very  dark  indeed  ;  and  when  they  had 
reached  Rossendale  itself,  the  windows  were 
blank  and  black,  and  only  a  glimmer  of  light 
was  showing  over  the  fanlight  above  the 
street  door. 

*  The  house  is  closed  for  the  night/  said 
Muriel.      '  Tell  me  what  time  it  is/ 

A  church  clock  in  the  town  striking  eleven 
clanged  out  the  information  before  Claude 
Faremouth  could  respond. 

'  Eleven  !'  said  Muriel.  '  What  will  they 
sayr 

*  I  will  tell  them  you  came  to  me  as  the 
messenger  of  good  tidings,'  he  said,  as  they 
went  up  the  pathway  together. 

Muriel  reached  out  her  hand  to  ring  the 
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bell  very  gently,  but  to  her  astonishment 
the  door  opened  at  the  same  moment,  and 
Mr.  Gladwell  stood  on  the  threshold  of  the 
dimly-lighted  hall.  He  glared  savagely  at 
the  late-comers,  as  a  man  kept  out  of  his 
bed  unnecessarily,  and  who  has  had  to  sit  up, 
does  glare  not  unfrequently. 

'  Miss  Reeves,  upon  my  soul   I '  he 

began  in  a  suppressed  guttural  voice,  then 
he  paused,  drew  a  deep  breath,  and  said 
quickly  and  nervously,  'Who  is  that  with 
you  ?     Who  is  this  man  V 

The  man  answered  quickly  for  himself. 

*  I  am  Claude  Faremouth.  You  should 
know  me  well  enough,  James  Horbury,'  he 
said. 

'  Great  God  !' 

The  master  of  Rossendale  recoiled  a  step, 
then  set  his  back  to  the  wall  for  moral  and 
material    support,    and    panted    for    breath. 
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Muriel  and  Claude  stepped  into  the  hall, 
and  Muriel  looked  irresolutely  from  one  to 
the  other,  wondering  what  would  follow  the 
meeting  between  them. 

^  You  have  not  received  my  letter, 
Claude  ?'  Horbury  gasped  ;  '  it  could  not 
possibly  have  reached  you  at  Llanwyssander 
yet.' 

'  No  ;  I  have  received  no  letter.' 

*  I  wrote  to  you  to  come  to  us.  I  have 
explained  everything — you  were  expected 
to-morrow,  Claude.' 

*  How  did  you  obtain  my  address  V 

*  From  Gertrude — she  knows.' 

'  She   knows !'   Claude   repeated    wonder- 

ingly. 

The  two  men  did  not  offer  to  shake  hands. 
James  Horbury  showed  no  pleasure  at  the 
sight  of  his  wife's  brother-in-law,  though 
they  had  not  exchanged  a  word  for  ten  long 
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years  or  thereabouts,  though  Claude  had 
been  long  reported  dead,  and  was  standing 
there  before  him  as  a  man  out  of  his  grave 
might  stand  on  Judgment  Day. 

James  Horbury  was  aflprighted,  not  pleased. 
He  was  taken  off  his  guard  by  the  unex- 
pected visitor  whom  Muriel  had  brought  to 
the  house,  and  for  which  action  he  cursed 
her  very  heartily  under  his  breath.  What 
a  meddlesome,  mischievous  she-devil  was 
this,  who  had  come  from  Kennington  Lane 
to  Great  Storn's  Head,  the  agent  of  a 
deadly  vengeance  at  the  last !  Without  her 
coming  all  would  have  been  well  with  him 
and  his,  and  he  might  have  found  salvation 
by  a  hair's  breadth. 

He  had  been  filling  his  pipe  from  his 
crimson  plush  pouch  when  Muriel  and 
Claude  had  arrived,  and  he  tossed  those 
articles  petulantly  on  to  the  hall  table  now. 
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^  To-morrow  there  will  be  no  more  mystery 
on  your  wife's  side  or  your  own,  Claude/ 
continued  Horbury  ;  *  and  I  thank  Heaven 
for  it.      It  has  not  been  of  my  creating.' 

*Why  are  you  living  under  a  false 
name  V 

'  I  will  tell  you  the  whole  story  to-morrow, 
Claude,'  he  answered.  '  The  hour  is  very 
late  ;  Lavinia  is  ill,  and  in  her  first  sleep — 
pray  come  to-morrow.  God  be  praised  that 
you  are  here  in  our  midst  again !'  he  ejacu- 
lated fervently  ;  ^  but,  oh,  come  to-morrow, 
for  your  wife's  sake  !' 

*  I  will  see  my  wife  to-night.' 

James  Horbury  shivered  and  wrung  his 
hands  almost  in  despair. 

*  As  you  please — -if  you  wish,'  he  said  ; 
*  but  I  warn  you,  Claude,  that  you  will  kill 
her  if  you  do.' 

'  If  all  be  true  that  I  have  heard  to-night 
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from  the  lips  of  this  good  woman,  I  have 
been  kilHng  her  for  years  by  my  distrust/ 
said  Claude.  '  Stand  aside,  James  Horbury, 
I  am  going  to  find  my  wife.' 

^  At  your  peril,  then,'  the  other  said. 
'  Her  life  is  in  your  hands — not  mine.  I 
am,  of  course,  quite  helpless.  Bear  me 
witness,  Miss  Reeves,  that  I  disown  any 
responsibility  if  Mr.  Faremouth  insists  on 
seeing  my  sister-in-law  to-night.' 

'  Why  are  you  afraid  ?'  asked  Claude. 

*  She  has  been  unduly  excited  this  even- 
ing. She  has  already  overtaxed  the  little 
strength  she  has,  and  you  will  not  leave  her 
to  the  rest  she  greatly  needs.  Is  time  so 
precious  with  you,  Claude,'  Horbury  cried 
vehemently,  '  that  you  will  risk  the  wrecking 
of  her  mind  again  in  your  selfish  haste  to 
see  her  V 

Claude  Faremouth  regarded  the  speaker 
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critically.  He  was  not  deeply  impressed  by 
his  eloquence,  but  there  was  reason  in  it, 
and  in  these  latter  days  Claude  had  become 
more  amenable  to  reason. 

The  darkness  and  the  stillness  of  the  house 
were  significant  of  the  truth  of  the  statement 
that  its  inmates  had  retired  to  rest,  and  the 
hour  of  explanation,  the  recital  of  all  the 
doubts  and  wrongs  and  sorrows,  the  recon- 
ciliation to  come,  the  thoughts  of  happiness 
so  close  at  hand  to  follow  the  storm  and 
stress,  assured  him  that  it  were  wise  to  wait 
a  while. 

He  looked  in  a  vague,  irresolute  way  at 
Muriel. 

*  What  shall  I  do  V  he  asked  in  a  low 
voice,  as  though  she  were  the  arbiter,  and 
the  result  was  in  her  hands. 

'  I  would  wait  till  to-morrow,'  Muriel  said  ; 
*  I  think  it  would  be  fairer  to  her.' 
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'Very  well,  be  it  so,'  Claude  said,  as  he 
turned  towards  the  open  door  ;  '  I  will  come 
to-morrow  morning.' 

James  Horbury  drew  a  long,  deep  breath 
of  relief,  but  neither  Muriel  nor  Claude 
noticed  this,  or  there  might  have  followed 
fresh  suspicion,  and,  as  by  the  touch  of  a 
mighty  hand,  the  basest  of  projects  might 
have  crumbled  into  dust. 

On  the  threshold  Claude  paused  and  said  : 

*  Where  is  Lavinia  V 

*  She  is  asleep.' 

*  Give  my  love  to  her,'  he  said,  and  stepped 
into  the  dark. 

James  Horbury  followed  him  to  the  door. 

'  Claude  !'  he  called. 

Claude  Faremouth  stopped  once  more. 

'  We  have  not  been  good  friends — we  have 
never  been  good  friends,'  James  Horbury 
said,   'and  at  the  eleventh  hour,  and  even 
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with  all  past  mistakes  rectified  between  us, 
it  is  not  probable  that  you  and  I  will  care 
for  one  another.  You  have  misjudged  me  ; 
I  have  not  been  fair  to  you  ;  but  let  me  say 
this  now,  that  I  am  very  glad  you  have 
come  back  to  Gertrude — for  both  your 
sakes.' 

'  Not  for  your  own  sake  V 

*  That  matters  not  to  me.' 

'We  shall  see  to-morrow,'  Claude  Fare- 
mouth  answered  as  he  went  upon  his  way. 

James  Horbury  watched  him  out  of  the 
front  garden  and  along  the  dark,  tree- 
shadowed  footway  ;  then  he  closed  the  door 
and  looked  very  hard  at  Muriel  Reeves. 

'  Where  did  you  meet  him  ?'  he  asked 
slowly. 

'  On  the  parade.' 

*  By  appointment  ?' 

*  No,  by  accident.' 
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*  He  has  come  over  the  hills  from  Llan- 
wyssander  V 

'Yes.' 

'  I  might  have  asked  him  to  remain  here 
quietly,  but  I  am  a  churlish  host,  and  cannot 
trust  him.  He  is  almost  as  mad  as  his  wife 
has  been.  A  well-matched  couple,  those 
two,'  he  said,  shrugging  his  shoulders  ;  '  but 
all's  well  that  ends  well.  Miss  Reeves.' 

'  Yes,  all  is  well,  and  ending  well,  I  trust,' 
answered  Muriel. 

*  It  is  strange — exceedingly  strange — that 
you  should  be  involved  in  this  poor,  pitiful 
business,'  he  said,  still  regarding  her  thought- 
fully, *  and  I  fail  to  understand  it.  But  we 
will  wait  till  to-morrow  for  this  explanation 
too — wait  for  everything.      Good-night.' 

'  Good-night.' 

To  Muriel's  astonishment  he  oflfered  her 
his  hand. 
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'  I  am  deeply  indebted  to  you  for  seconding 
my  suggestion  that  Claude  should  not  see 
poor  Gertrude  to-night/  he  said.  '  It  was 
very  kind  of  you  to  aid  my  effort  to  post- 
pone so  painful  a  meeting  as  this  must 
surely  be.* 

Muriel  shook  hands,  and  then  said,  with 
her  foot  on  the  first  stair  upwards  : 

'  Why  will  it  be  painful  V 

'  Ah,  you  do  not  know  how  unjust  and 
violent  a  man  Claude  Faremouth  is,  even 
at  his  best,*  he  replied.  '  There  is  much  to 
explain,  and  Gertrude  is  a  weak  woman — 
very  weak,  and  still  very  strange.' 

*  You  do  not  fear  a  relapse  V 

'  I  do.' 

'  I  should  be  sorry — so  very  sorry.' 

'  Yes,  of  course  you  would  feel  this  ;  you 
have   known  her   for  so   long   a    time,'   he 
added,    with    a    laugh    that    made    Muriel 
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recoil  from  him  with  a  sudden  sense  of  re- 
pulsion difficult  to  account  for,  and  influenced 
more  by  the  look  upon  his  face  than  by  the 
feeble  satire  of  his  words.  But  this  closed 
the  interview,  and  Muriel  went  upstairs  to 
her  room,  thinking  of  it  all.  As  she  went 
there  came  to  her  slowly  the  fear,  perhaps 
the  conviction,  that  all  was  not  well  yet,  or 
likely  to  end  well,  despite  his  prophecy  ; 
that  there  were  depths  she  had  not  sounded, 
mysteries  she  had  not  pierced  in  the  un- 
fathomable lives  by  which  she  was  encom- 
passed. 

With  her  hand  upon  the  door  of  her  own 
room  there  came  to  her  a  strange  wish, 
which  was  the  outcome  of  her  new  fear. 
She  had  sided  with  James  Horbury  against 
Claude  Faremouth.  It  had  seemed  natural 
and  right,  when  she  had  been  asked  to  speak, 
to  seek  to  spare  the  sick  woman  further  trial 
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that  night ;  but  as  she  passed  into  her  room 
the  new  wish,  the  undefined  fear,  went  with 
her  Hke  a  spirit. 

'  I  wish  that  I  had  not  said,  "  Come  to- 
morrow," '  she  whispered  to  herself. 


CHAPTEE  XYIII. 


WAITING. 


Meanwhile  James  Horbury  had  walked  into 
the  study,  where  Muriel  had  been  allowed  to 
see  her  lover  by  express  permission  of  her 
employers,  where  the  lovers'  long  quarrel 
had  been  made  up,  and  all  with  them,  at 
least,  had,  to  their  sanguine  natures,  seemed 
fair  sailing  till  the  end  of  time  over  a  pros- 
perous sea,  rosy  with  the  dawn  of  the  new 
day.  When  James  Horbury  was  alone,  and 
had  noiselessly  locked  himself  in,  so  that  no 
one  should  be  witness  to  the  change  in  him, 
he  was   a  different   man   indeed.      He   had 


32  THE  WOMAN  IN  THE  DARK 

acted  well  and  coolly  throughout  the  inter- 
view with  Claude  Faremouth,  and  had  been 
almost  his  old  self  talking  to  Miss  Reeves 
afterwards  ;  and  it  was  well  that  neither  of 
those  two  should  have  seen  him  as  he  was. 
They  might  doubt  him — they  did  doubt 
him — but  they  did  not  know  him.  Thank 
God  they  did  not  know  him,  and  could  not 
probe  to  the  depths  of  his  acuteness.  He 
had  succeeded  in  deceiving  them  ;  he  had 
gained  time — the  priceless  time  for  which  he 
had  yearned  ;  it  had  all  been  postponed  till 
the  morrow  —  that  morrow  which  never 
comes.  God  in  heaven,  how  true  that  was 
for  them  1  Not  for  him,  never  for  him, 
now  that  he  had  time  to  reflect  upon  thfe 
matter,  for  that  morrow  would  be  a  hell 
from  which  it  would  be  beyond  his  power  to 
escape.  He  was  successful,  but  he  did  not 
look  a  successful  man,  sitting  there  in  the 
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glare  of  his  table  lamp,  with  one  clenched 
hand  resting  on  the  table,  and  the  darkness 
of  night  itself  upon  his  awful  soul.  It  was 
all  planned  out,  it  had  been  carefully  planned 
for  more  than  a  week,  and  all  that  he  had 
plotted  for  had  pieced  itself  together  like 
the  joints  of  a  child's  puzzle  maj).  Even 
the  coming  of  Claude  Faremouth  had  not 
disconcerted  him. 

He  had  acted  his  part  thoroughly,  and 
those  who  had  suspected  him  had  fallen  into 
his  trap  and  done  exactly  as  he  had  wished 
them  to  do.  What  a  clever  fellow  he  was  ! 
How  cautious,  and  how  cunning  !  To  think 
that  these  petty,  common-place  minds  should 
dare  to  cope  with  him  ! 

He  was  triumphant,  but  in  the  hour  of 
his  triumph  he  looked  very  like  a  devil.  It 
was  hardly  a  human  countenance  that  was 
gleaming  at  him  from  a  mirror  hung  on  the 
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opposite  wall,  and  catching  sight  of  it,  he 
looked  another  way,  and  shuddered  till  the 
table  shook  and  the  glass  on  the  oil-lamp 
jangled  harshly. 

He  got  up,  walked  to  a  sideboard,  poured 
himself  out  a  wineglassful  of  brandy,  which 
he  drank  off  at  one  gulp,  and  then  sat  down 
again,  like  a  man  waiting  for  something,  or 
expecting  somebody — a  man  who  had  come 
before  his  hour,  and  had  to  kill  time  with 
those  terrible  thoughts  from  which  there 
was  no  shelter.  Grim,  patient,  silent,  and 
yet  soul-distraught,  this  man  was  waiting 
for  the  dead  of  the  night,  when  all  at 
Kossendale  should  be  sleeping  calmly  in 
their  beds,  and  he  alone  watchful  for  his 
prey. 

Presently  he  turned  the  lamp  down,  un- 
locked and  opened  wide  the  study  door,  and 
sat  down  again  in  a  chair  close  to  the  hall, 
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listening  for  any  sound  which  might  betray 
the  presence  of  some  Hving,  wakeful  thing 
that  he  would  have  at  rest. 

There  was  a  big  old  clock  in  the  hall  that 
ticked  unpleasantly  loudly,  and  he  wondered 
he  had  not  noticed  before  that  it  was  too 
noisy  a  clock,  and  might  waken  folk  from 
their  first  sleep  with  its  solemn,  resonant 
tickinof. 

He  sat  there  five  minutes,  then  he  stole 
into  the  hall  with  noiseless  tread,  took  his 
tobacco-pouch  and  pipe  from  the  hall  table, 
thrust  them  into  his  pocket,  and  stood  there 
listening,  with  his  face  turned  up  to  the 
well- staircase,  as  if  he  thought  someone's 
scared,  white  features  might  look  back  at  him 
over  the  heavy  balusters,  and  some  woman's 
voice — perhaps  of  that  woman  Muriel,  curse 
her  ! — ask  what  was  the  matter  that  he 
looked  like  that  at  her.      Satisfied  that  all 
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was  silent,  he  went  upstairs  on  tiptoe, 
pushed  open  softly  the  door  of  his  wife's 
room,  and  passed  in,  drawing  it  close  behind 
him,  but  not  shutting  it.  Here  he  stood, 
very  silent  again,  and  looked  down  at  his 
wife,  who  was  sleeping  heavily,  and  breath- 
ing hard — the  sleep  of  one  who  had  drugged 
herself  into  oblivion  of  the  cares  of  the 
world  and  of  the  evil  stalking  abroad  in 
the  night,  and  of  which  she  did  not  even 
dream. 

*  Lavinia  !'  he  whispered,  but  Lavinia 
was  not  likely  to  wake  for  hours.  He  had 
been  sure  of  that  before  he  hissed  her  name, 
but  he  would  make  assurance  doubly  sure. 
He  passed  from  the  room,  crossed  the  broad 
landing-place,  and  turned  the  handle  of  the 
door  of  Mrs.  Faremouth's  room.  The  door 
was  unlocked,  the  key  was  gone  again,  and 
Mrs.  Faremouth  had  not  noticed  itsabstrac- 
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tion  in  her  new  day  of  perfect  confidence, 
in  the  dawn  of  the  new  hopes  which  her 
awakened  mind  and  her  husband's  miracu- 
lous return  to  her  had  brought  to  her  at 
last. 

The  sitting-room  was  very  dark,  and  the 
intruder  was  glad  of  that.  It  might  not  be 
well  for  Gertrude  to  see  his  face  just  yet — 
if  it  were  still  anything  like  that  which  he 
had  caught  sight  of  in  the  room  downstairs  ! 
That  was  awful,  indeed — the  face  of  one  of 
the  damned  ! 

He  tapped  softly  on  the  panels  of  the 
inner  door,  and  a  voice  answered  imme- 
diately : 

'  Who  is  there  V 

'  It  is  I — James.  Don't  be  alarmed, 
Gertrude,'  he  said  in  a  low,  clear  voice ;  '  but 
you  must  get  up  and  dress  yourself  and 
come  with  me.' 
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^  With  you  V 

'  Yes  ;  Claude  has  met  with  an  accident 
at  Llanwyssander.  He  wishes  to  see  you 
at  once.  A  messenger  has  brought  a  note 
for  you.' 

*  Is  there  danger  ?  Oh  no  ;  not  danger, 
James  !' 

'  Hush  !  not  so  loud ;  we  shall  wake 
Lavinia.  There  is  no  immediate  danger, 
but  Mr.  Toope  is  anxious  you  should  be 
with  Claude — most  anxious.' 

'  God  help  us  ! 

^  Ay,  God  help  us  !'  repeated  James 
Horbury  to  himself. 

^  I  will  come  at  once.' 

Yes ;  it  was  as  well  that  the  sitting- 
room  of  Mrs.  Faremouth  was  very  dark 
indeed. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

CLAUDE     CALLS. 

Muriel  Reeves  was  punctual  at  breakfast 
next  morning.  She  had  rather  lost  her 
character  for  punctuality  ;  but  here  was  an 
opportunity  to  make  amends.  These  were 
early  days  at  Rossendale,  though  it  appeared 
to  our  heroine's  imaginative  faculties  that 
she  had  been  about  two  years  under  the 
shadow  of  the  Great  Storn's  Head.  Time 
had  not  dragged  on  so  slowly  with  her,  but 
so  much  had  happened  during  her  stay  in 
Wales — a  mad  woman  stepping  back  to 
sanity,  a  wife  thought  false  reconciled  to  her 
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husband,  the  husband  thought  dead  restored 
to  active  hfe,  the  old  quarrel  between  her- 
self and  Oliver  Toope  reduced  to  consistency 
or  scattered  to  the  winds,  plots  and  counter- 
plots and  mysteries  on  every  side  of  her, 
some  vanishing  and  some  increasing,  but, 
still,  the  darkness  giving  place,  she  hoped, 
to  sunshine.  This  was  to  be  the  beginning 
of  the  happy,  peaceful  days,  with  more  than 
one  of  our  characters  looking  forward  to  the 
light — alas  !  the  light  that  never  came  to 
most  of  them. 

Muriel  was  first  in  her  place  at  the 
breakfast-table  ;  it  was  satisfactory  to  be 
first,  and  to  be  conscious  that  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Horbury — was  she  to  call  them  Gladwell  or 
Horbury,  she  wondered,  now  ? — were  not 
downstairs  yet,  although  the  clock  upon  the 
mantelpiece  had  chimed  the  hour  of  nine. 
Here  was  a  seat  placed  for  Mrs.  Faremouth 
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also  ;  she  was  to  be  one  of  the  family  from 
that  day,  and  the  lonely  room  upstairs  would 
be  merged  in  the  general  establishment. 

Jenny,  the  parlour-maid,  looked  astonished 
on  entering:  to  find  Muriel  alone  in  the 
room. 

'  Master  not  down  yet,  Miss  Reeves  V 
she  said  in  a  tone  of  surprise.  '  Well,  I 
never  knew  that  happen  before.' 

'  What  time  did  he  come  in  from  his 
walk  V  Muriel  inquired. 

'  He  has  not  been  out,'  said  Jenny. 
*  There  are  his  boots  outside  his  door,  just 
as  I  put  them  there  early  this  morning. 
He — oh  lor,  sir  !  how  you  scared  me  !' 

Jenny  beat  a  hurried  retreat  at  finding 
her  master  close  at  her  elbow.  He  had 
entered  noiselessly  in  his  felt  slippers,  and 
he  laughed  in  his  old  good-tempered  way  at 
Jenny's  confusion  and  abrupt  retreat.      To 
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Muriel  it  did  not  appear  to  be  much  of  a 
joke,  butHorbury,  alias  Glad  well,  was  easily 
amused  that  morning.  Was  he  pleased  that 
Claude  Faremouth  was  coming  to  claim  his 
wife  and  to  take  her  away  ?  He  was  in 
excellent  spirits,  though  he  looked  remark- 
ably ill,  Muriel  thought ;  his  was  a  grayish 
and  haggard  countenance,  although  afflicted 
that  morning  with  an  eternal  smile,  which 
did  not  seem  to  brighten  it. 

^  Good  morning,  young  lady.  I  had  not 
the  slightest  idea  that  you  were  so  deeply 
interested  in  my  boots,'  he  said,  laughing. 
*  Fancy  you  and  Jenny  starting  that  topic 
between  you.' 

'  I  was  not  interested  in  your  boots,  Mr. 
Glad  well,'  said  Muriel  calmly. 

'  Oh,  I  beg  pardon  ;  I  heard  Jenny  offer- 
ing you  a  long  explanation  about  them,'  he 
said  ;    '  where    they   were,    and   what    time 
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she  had  put  them  outside  my  door,  and  so 
forth.' 

'  I  asked  if  you  had  returned  from  your 
walk,  not  finding  you  in  the  room/  said 
Muriel. 

*  I  have  not  been  out  this  morning/  he 
replied.  ^  Late  hours  last  night — waiting  for 
your  return  home,  perhaps — made  me  extra 
sleepy.  Mrs.  Gladwell  is  not  yet  awake,  by 
the  way,  and  will  not  join  us  this  morning.' 

'  And  Mrs.  Faremouth,'  said  Muriel. 
'  What   of  her  V   he  asked   quickly,    and 
with  even  a  scared  look  at  Muriel. 
'  She  will  keep  to  her  room  V 

*  I  do  not  know,'  he  said  ;  '  one  of  the 
maids  shall  go  up  presently  for  instructions. 
She  will  breakfast  in  her  own  room,  most 
likely,  after  her  old  habit.  Hence  we  are 
tete-d-tSte  again,   Muriel.      Like  Fate,  it  is 

to  be/ 
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He  laughed  again,  quite  noisily,  as  he 
rang  the  bell  by  the  side  of  the  fireplace  ; 
but  Muriel  wore  no  reciprocal  smile  upon 
her  face.  This  was  the  first  time  that  he 
had  called  her  solely  by  her  Christian  name, 
and  she  did  not  like  it.  *  Miss  Muriel '  had 
been  bad  enough,  but  to  be  spoken  to  as  a 
man  might  speak  to  his  sister,  or  his  sweet- 
heart, or  his  wife  was  objectionable  to  her, 
prim  and  fastidious  as  he  might  consider  her 
if  she  gave  expression  to  her  distaste  to  his 
familiarity  of  address — which  she  certainly 
should,  and  at  the  earliest  opportunity.  She 
was  sure  that  Oliver  would  not  like  it,  and 
she  detested  it  herself  It  was  ^  like  his 
impudence,'  as  the  saying  is. 

But  Mr.  Gladwell  was  in  excellent  spirits, 
if  a  trifle  restless.  He  hummed  snatches  of 
opera  music  as  he  looked  out  of  the  window 
into  the  highroad,  and  when  he  had  seated 
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himself  at  the  breakfast- table  he  continued 
his  strain  very  softly  for  awhile,  his  fingers 
drumming  softly  on  the  table-cover  as  upon 
an  imaginary  piano.  Muriel  had  been  dele- 
gated to  the  post  which  the  mistress  gene- 
rally occupied  at  the  foot  of  the  table,  and 
she  poured  out  the  coffee,  whilst  he  made 
himself  busy  with  a  dish  of  kidneys  and 
bacon,  and  was  a  long  time  finding  some- 
thing to  suit  his  palate  and  Muriel's. 

Muriel  noticed  that  he  did  not  eat, 
although  he  made  a  vigorous  pretence  of 
doing  so — that  he  even  shivered  as  he  raised 
his  fork  to  his  mouth  and  set  it  down  again, 
as  though  food  was  at  that  moment  par- 
ticularly distasteful  to  him.  He  took  his 
cup  from  Muriel's  hands  with  some  avidity, 
but  he  made  no  better  progress  with  his 
coffee,  and  sat  stirring  it  in  a  mechanical 
fashion,  his  eyes  fixed  on  Muriel. 
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*  I  do  not  feel  in  the  mood  for  breakfast 
to-day  somehow/  he  said  at  last  lightly. 
'  This  oversleeping  one's  self  has  robbed  me 
of  the  appetite  which  I  should  have  found 
out  of  doors.' 

'  On  the  hills  ?'  said  Muriel. 

'  Yes — exactly,  on  the  hills,  as  you  say. 

On  the  hills,  if  one  has  time — if Oh, 

here  are  the  letters  !     Thank  you,  Jenny. 
Are  there  any  for  Miss  Reeves  V 
'  Three,  sir.' 

'  Pass  them  to  her.  You  are  rich  in 
correspondents  this  morning,  Muriel.' 

He  gave  another  short  laugh,  took  up  his 
own  letters,  and  critically  examined  the 
superscriptions  on  the  envelopes,  choosing  a 
long  blue  official  envelope  to  break  into  for 
a  beginning.  It  contained  only  the  pro- 
spectus of  a  public  company,  but  it  was  a 
wide  sheet  of  paper  when  opened,  and  he 
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could  hold  it  between  Muriel  and  himself — 
cower  behind  it,  so  that  she  could  not  see 
the  smile  vanish  from  his  face,  and  his  jaw 
drop  suddenly  like  a  dead  man's.  It  was  a 
great  relief  to  get  rid  of  that  smile  for  a 
time,  to  feel  more  like  himself ;  but  pre- 
sently he  peered  above  the  upper  edge  of 
his  prospectus  to  make  sure  what  Muriel 
Reeves  was  doing,  and  when  he  saw  that 
she  was  absorbed  in  her  own  correspondence 
— the  first  letter  was  from  Em,  with  all  the 
Kennington  news  told  in  Em's  bright,  cheery 
way — he  was  glad  that  he  had  not  to  keep 
up  the  conversation,  and  that  he  could  get 
behind  his  prospectus  again  quite  comfort- 
ably. He  could  not  eat  his  breakfast ;  he 
must  give  up  the  attempt ;  that  was  a 
forlorn  hope.  He  should  choke  if  he  tried 
to  get  that  fat,  greasy  slip  of  bacon  down 
his  throat,  and  the  kidneys  were  certainly 
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underdone,  and — ugh  ! — were  resting  in  a 
little  pool  of  blood !  So  very  much  like 
blood  that  he  shut  his  eyes  for  a  few  moments 
and  took  up  his  coffee-cup  in  blind  man's 
fashion  and  tried  hard  to  drink  once  more. 
He  succeeded  in  the  second  attempt,  opened 
his  eyes  again,  and  stared  at  his  prospectus 
of  an  iron  smelting  company  promising 
wonderful  dividends,  but  failed  to  compre- 
hend a  single  word  that  it  contained.  It 
was  all  Greek  to  him,  but  he  tried  hard  to 
become  interested. 

When  the  door  opened  again  he  gave  an 
awkward  start,  and  the  prospectus  fluttered 
away  from  his  nerveless  fingers.  He  made 
no  effort  to  pick  it  up,  but  stared  at  the 
parlour-maid  who  had  made  her  appearance 
in  the  doorway  with  a  card  upon  a  salver, 
and  who  seemed  surprised  herself. 

*  It's — it's  Mr.  Faremouth,  sir,'  she  said, 
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without  advancing  with  the  card  —  *  the 
gentleman  who  came  with  another  gentleman 
the  niofht  before  last  to  see  Miss  Reeves.' 

*  Yes — yes,  I  know.  Ask  him  to  step  in 
— no — for  God's  sake,  wait  one  moment  ! 
Let  me  think.' 

He  was  silent  for  an  instant,  then  he  said 
to  the  maid-servant : 

^  Show  him  into  Mrs.  Faremouth's  sitting- 
room,  and  tell  Mrs.  Faremouth"  where  her 
husband  is.  That  will  be  the  better  plan, 
Muriel,'  he  said,  to  Muriel's  disgust  again, 
^  the  man  has  not  come  to  see  us,  and  he 
will  be  better  without  us.  Let  this  model 
husband  and  wife,'  he  said  satirically,  '  get 
over  their  series  of  explanations  together, 
and  spare  you  and  me  the  exhibition  and  the 
pain  and  the  embarrassment  of  their  first 
meeting.  We  are  not  the  principal  actors 
in  their  comedy,  and  so  let  them  play  it  out 
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by  themselves.  Ha,  ha  !  it  will  be  a  lovers' 
meeting  after  all  these  years  of  waiting  for 
each  other — of  his  search  for  her — a  long, 
long  history  of  cross-purposes  that  a  French- 
man would  make  a  capital  farce  out  of — a 
good,  roaring,  side-splitting  farce.' 

He  had  another  vociferous  laugh  at  the 
dainty  notion  which  he  had  conceived. 
Then  he  began  opening  the  rest  of  his 
etters,  glancing  at  their  contents  with  lack- 
lustre eyes,  which  would  wander  towards 
Muriel  in  spite  of  him. 

Muriel  had  put  her  own  letters  in  her 
pocket  now  ;  she  could  read  them  upstairs  ; 
the  early  arrival  of  Claude  Faremouth  had 
entirely  changed  the  current  of  her  thoughts. 
She  caught  herself  listening  to  his  footsteps 
upon  the  stairs,  and  picturing  to  herself  the 
meeting  of  that  husband  and  wife  who  had 
experienced   such    terrible    misfortunes,  and 
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would  have  so  much  to  say.  Like  Mr. 
Horbury,  she  was  glad  that  Claude  Fare- 
mouth  had  gone  to  his  wife's  room,  and  that 
his  old  bitter  words,  recriminations,  taunts, 
were  spared  the  master  of  Rossendale.  The 
master  was  not  quite  himself,  and  had 
dreaded  the  coming  of  Claude  Faremouth. 
It  was  a  happy  thought  to  get  Claude  out 
of  the  way,  she  thought. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

HIS    wife's    sister. 

It  was  Jenny,  the  ma  id- servant,  who  created 
the  next  diversion.  She  had  ushered  Mr. 
Faremouth  into  the  front  sitting-room, 
placed  a  chair  for  him — which  he  did 
not  accept,  but  stood  with  his  hands  behind 
him  inspecting  the  photographs  on  the  walls, 
as  Muriel  had  done  two  afternoons  ago — 
tapped  at  the  inner  door,  opened  it  and 
passed  into  the  bedroom.  Then  there  was 
a  stare  round  of  intense  surprise  at  the 
empty  room,  the  opening  of  a  wardrobe,  and 
a  rapid  scuttling  downstairs  to  the  dining- 
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room  again,  Jenny  making  the  exit  by  a 
second  door,  which  opened  into  a  corridor 
communicating  with  Mrs.  Faremouth's  bed- 
room. 

'  Oh,  if  you  please,  sir,  Mrs.  Faremouth 
is  not  in  the  house.' 

*  Not  in  the  house  ?  What  the  deuce 
makes  you  think  so  V  inquired  the  master 
roughly.  ^  Mrs.  Faremouth  never  goes  out 
of  doors,  you  are  aware.' . 

'  Yes — yes — I  am  aware,  sir,'  said  Jenny. 
'  That  is  what  makes  it  so  surprising.  But 
— but  her  hat  and  cloak  are  gone,  and  oh, 
sir,  I  forgot  to  tell  you  that  Mary  found 
the  hall-door  open  this  morning — and  yester- 
day morning,  too,  for  the  matter  of  that, 
and ' 

*  Have  you  seen  your  mistress  V  he  inter- 
rupted. 

*  No,  sir.' 
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'  Go  to  her  room.  Mrs.  Faremouth  is 
very  probably  with  her  ;  and  if  she  is  not, 
tell  Mrs.  Gladwell  that  her  sister's  husband 
is  in  the  front  room,  and  that  she  had  better 
see  him  before  me,  and  before  Mrs.  Fare- 
mouth  comes  back.  This  is  very  singular, 
Muriel,'  he  said,  turning  to  our  heroine  as 
the  maid  beat  a  hasty  retreat. 

'  It  is  singular,'  repeated  Muriel  slowly. 
'  Why  has  she  stolen  away  in  this  absurd 
manner,  as  if  afraid  to  meet  her  husband  ? 
she  who  has  not  left  this  house  since  she 
came  into  it  with  us.  I  cannot  make  it 
out,'  he  said. 

'  She  may  have  gone  for  a  walk  this  morn- 
ing, feeling  better  and  stronger,'  said  Muriel. 
*  She  would  have  told  us  first,'  he  replied  ; 
'  or — or,  Muriel,  I  am  afraid  that  there  is 
fresh  trouble  coming  to  us,  and  that  it  is 
very  close  at  hand/ 
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'  I  do  not  see  any  reason  for  alarm  ab 
present,'  answered  Muriel.  '  It  is  prema- 
ture, surely.  We  do  not  know  whether 
Mrs.  Faremouth  is  with  her  sister  or  not.' 

'Ah — yes  ;  I  had  forgotten  that.' 

But  Mrs.  Faremouth  was  not  with  her 
sister,  and  it  was  Mrs.  Gladwell — or  Mrs. 
Horbury,  speaking  by  the  card — who  a 
few  moments  afterwards  tottered  into  the 
front  room,  and  held  out  both  hands  to 
Claude. 

'  To  think  that  after  all  these  years  we 
see  you  again,  Claude,'  she  said,  '  and  that 
you  come  in  no  ill-will  towards  us  !  I  am 
so  glad — so  glad  of  this  !' 

He  took  her  hands  in  his,  stooped  down, 
and  kissed  her. 

'  I  came  with  no  ill-will  against  you, 
Lavinia  ;  you  are  her  sister,  whom  she  has 
always  loved.' 
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'  And  who  has  always  loved  her — Heaven 
be  my  witness — and  cared  for  her  in  her 
affliction  always,  and  tended  her  with  all  my 
heart,  and  soul,  and  strength.  If  you,  at 
any  time,  and  for  any  reason,  Claude,  are 
disposed  to  be  harsh  with  me  or  James, 
remember  this  to  our  credit,  as  she  does 
always,'  the  sister  said,  with  tears  brimming 
in  her  eyes. 

*  I  will  remember  everything,  and  I  will 
bear  no  malice,'  he  replied.  '  But  where  is 
Gertrude  ?  Why  does  she  keep  away  from 
me?' 

*  She  is  not  in  the  house,  Claude.  She 
has  gone  for  a  walk  probably,  although  she 
has  not  done  so  since  we  have  been  here. 
But,'  Lavinia  said  eagerly,  '  she  has  re- 
covered her  senses — it  is  like  a  miracle — 
and  it  will  not  be  long  ere  she  returns.' 

'  Meanwhile,  tell  me  her  story  —  how  it 
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was  that  her  mind  gave  way  ;  that  you  and 
Horbury  and  she  left  America  together  ; 
and  that  you  and  James  are  here  under  the 
name  of  Gladwell  ?  Tell  me  all,  Lavinia,' 
he  urged.  '  It  will  save  poor  Gertrude  the 
fatigue  of  a  long  explanation.  She  is  not 
strong,  you  say,  and  she  has  a  long,  miser- 
able story  to  hear  from  me.  T  have  pardon  to 
ask,  atonement  to  make,  a  new  life  to  begin.' 
'  I  am  also  a  poor  invalid,  Claude,'  she 
said ;  '  my  health  has  broken  down  since 
we  met  last.  Sometimes  I  think  I  have 
but  a  few  years  to  live.  You  will  spare  me 
all  you  can  ?  You  will  let  my  husband  tell 
his  story  for  himself,  and ' 

*  I  will  listen  to  you,  but  not  to  James 
Horbury.' 

'  He    can    explain    everything    so    much 
better  than  I — he  is  so  clever  a  business  man.' 

*  I  am  not  here  to  speak  of  business,'  was 
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the  repl3^  '  What  I  know,  or  what  I  suspect 
of  your  husband,  must  be  put  off  till  another 
day — a  far-off  day  even,  for  what  I  care 
just  now.  It  is  only  of  my  poor,  misjudged, 
unhappy  Gertrude  that  I  am  thinking. 
Where  can  she  be,  I  wonder  V 

'  I  am  wondering,  too/ 

'  Tell  me  of  her — of  all  that  happened  to 
her  after  I  was  reported  dead.' 

*  The  news  broke  her  down.  She  gave 
way  utterly,  Claude.  We  did  our  best  to 
console  her,  but  it  was  in  vain.' 

*  And  I  was  lying  helpless  in  the  hospital 
in  India.  Did  she  get  no  letter  from  any- 
one concerning  me  V 

^  No.' 

*  You  thought  me  dead,  too  ?' 

'  We  all  thought  you  were  dead,  Claude.' 

*  When  I  returned  to  America  there  was 
not  a  trace  of  any  of  you.' 
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*  James  had  long  wished  to  settle  in 
England.      Don't  you  remember  that  V 

^  No/ 

^  To  forget  his  friends,  or  those  wretches 
who  called  themselves  his  friends,  and  helped 
to  ruin  him,'  she  said  very  warmly  now, 
'  and  we  stole  away  from  them  all,  and 
began  life  here  under  a  different  name,  so 
that  no  one  should  ever  find  us  again.' 

*  So  that  I  should  not,  amongst  the  rest,' 
said  her  brother-in-law  moodily. 

^  We  did  not  believe  that  you  were  living. 
It  was  to  deceive  the  others — the  creditors, 
the  grumblers,  the  thieves — that  we  sank 
the  name  of  Horbury  for  ever,'  she  explained. 
*  That  was  all,  Claude — don't  be  hard  on  us 
— don't  be  hard  on  James,  who  has  had  so 
much  to  struggle  with,  and  who  is  not  so 
bad  ;  oh,  not  so  very  bad  1  Only  his  own 
enemy,    and  weak  at  times,    but   always    a 
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good  husband,  as  he  would  be  a  good  friend 
to  you  if  you  will  only  let  him.  Even  a 
good  man  in  many  things,  I  pledge  you  my 
honour,  Claude,  one  whom  adversity  has  not 
wholly  crushed/ 

'  This  house  does  not  look  like  adversity's 
school,  Lavinia,'  he  said  more  lightly. 

*  James  has  been  fortunate  in  a  few 
speculations  lately,'  she  said,  in  reply  to 
this. 

*  Perhaps  I  have  been  a  little  too  hard  on 
James  Horbury,  then,'  said  Claude.  *  I  am 
not  a  fair  man — I  am  too  suspicious.  I 
even  suspected  her — God  forgive  me — and 
when  it  came  to  my  ears  that  she  had  fled 
with  a  lover,  I  was  villain  enough  to  believe 
it  almost.  But  there  was  a  doubt,  thank 
God  !  there  w^as  always  a  doubt.  But  where 
is  she  ?  What  a  time  she  keeps  away ! 
Ah  !  she  is  coming  !' 
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The  door  opened  and  he  sprang  to  his 
feet.  It  was  only  James  Horbury  who 
entered,  and  who  held  a  shaking  right  hand 
towards  his  visitor  as  he  advanced  and 
said  : 

*  Welcome,  Claude,  to  Rossendale  again. 
I  say  that  honestly,  no  matter  what  you 
think  of  me/ 

'  I  am  trying  to  think  my  best/  was  the 
reply. 

Claude  Faremouth  put  his  hand  out  to 
clasp  that  of  James  Horbury  in  his  own, 
then  he  went  back  a  step  and  took  up  his 
position  at  a  greater  distance  from  him. 
There  was  a  cloud  upon  his  face,  too,  that 
was  not  pleasant  to  confront,  and  James 
Horbury  looked  away  from  him.  It  was 
not  safe  to  meet  those  small  piercing  eyes 
just  yet. 

*  We   will    shake    hands    presently,'    said 
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Claude.      '  I  shall  be  glad  to  think  better  of 
you,  James  ;  but  it  is  not  an  easy  task.' 

'  I  am  sorry.  Can  I  say  more  than 
that  V 

*  There  lies  between  you  and  me  an  open 
grave.' 

It  was  James  Horbury's  turn  to  back 
slowly  against  the  opposite  wall,  as  if  support 
were  needed.  His  eyes  were  w^idely  dis- 
torted, and  his  tongue  came  unpleasantly 
out  of  his  mouth. 

'  What — do — you  mean — by  that  V  he 
gasped  forth. 

*  A  grave,'  continued  Claude  moodily, 
'  wherein  are  dead  hopes,  old  animosities, 
and  foul  misdeeds.  I  should  not  care  to 
look  down  upon  them  now,  although  the 
grave  is  deep  enough.  We  will  cover  it  up 
some  day,  please  Heaven.' 

'  Ah,    you    are    still    poetic — or    full    of 
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charming  fancies  that  I  may  call  poetic/ 
James  said.  ^  I  understand  now  what  you 
mean.  Gertrude  used  to  think  once  that 
you  would  make  your  mark  in  verse.  Do 
you  remember  that  V 

^  Sir,  I  remember  everything,'  said  Claude 
petulantly.  ^  It  is  my  curse  that  I  forget 
nothing.  With  you  standing  there  so  much 
of  the  past  comes  back  to  me  that  I  am 
once  more  your  enemy,  as  you  are  mine — 
as  you  must  be  mine  always.' 

*  No,  no.  I  dispute  the  assertion,  Claude. 
I  shall  be  able  to  prove  myself  your  friend.' 

Claude  was  not  impressed.  He  looked 
vaguely  round  the  room,  and  said  help- 
lessly : 

*  Why  does  Gertrude  keep  away  ?  What 
a  time  she  is  !  Will  she  never  come  back 
to  me  V 

No,    Claude   Faremouth,   she   will   never 
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come  back.  It  is  all  over — the  curtain  has 
fallen  between  your  life  and  hers — and  you 
two  poor  distraught  souls  are  doomed  to  a 
life-long  separation.  The  will  of  God  that 
this  should  be  ;  but  inscrutable  and  beyond 
our  human  reckoning.  To  be  explained  in 
another  world,  mayhap,  but  not  in  this. 
Here  envy,  hatred,  and  all  uncharitableness 
must  reign  perforce,  and  bloody  murder  stalk 
amongst  us,  and  life  spin  on,  as  the  mocking 
world  goes  round. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

OLIVER    IS    ENIGMATICAL. 

Gertrude  Faremouth  did  not  return  to 
Rossendale,  and  the  inhabitants  of  Great 
Storn's  Head  were  greatly  excited  by  her 
disappearance.  There  seemed  no  solution 
to  the  mystery,  unless  it  was  that  hers  had 
been  only  a  temporary  return  to  sanity, 
occasioned  by  the  advent  of  a  husband  long 
thought  dead,  and  that,  the  shock  once  over, 
the  mind  had  swung  back  to  its  old  prostrate 
condition.  Mrs.  Faremouth  had  wandered 
away  in  a  vain  quest  for  her  husband,  forget- 
ful that  he  was  close  at  hand,  and  there  was 
VOL.  II.  20 
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not  a  trace  of  her  from  that  fatal  hour. 
The  poHce  speculated  in  vain  ;  rewards  for 
her  discovery  were  issued  in  vain  ;  leading 
articles  in  the  country  papers  and  leader- 
ettes in  the  London  papers — to  whom  dis- 
appearances, however,  were  a  mere  drug  in 
the  market — were  written  in  vain  :  Gertrude 
Faremouth  had  vanished  completely  away. 

In  what  manner  she  had  disappeared 
from  the  face  of  the  earth  was  the  great 
problem  to  solve  ;  she  had  no  knowledge  of 
the  locality  ;  she  had  never  stirred  from  the 
shelter  of  Rossendale  ;  she  was  not  pos- 
sessed of  money  ;  how  was  it  that  no  one 
had  seen  her  in  the  town  when  she  had 
stolen  from  the  house,  or  had  met  her  in 
the  dayhght  afterwards  ?  Had  she  gone 
down  to  the  sands,  and  been  swept  away  by 
the  sea,  which  rose  high  that  night,  the 
coastguardsmen      remembered  ?       Was     it 
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suicide,  and  this  the  sad  end  of  a  life  still 
young,  and  that  to  her  seemed  strangely 
and  brightly  opening  out  again  ? 

Claude  Faremouth  left  Rossendale  that 
morning  to  search  for  her  ;  returned  in  the 
afternoon  to  make  fresh  inquiries ;  went 
away  once  more  ;  came  late  at  night  again 
to  James  Horbury's  house,  bringing  Oliver 
Toope  with  him.  Under  the  tragic  circum- 
stances which  had  risen,  or  were  at  least 
foreshadowed,  Oliver  had  not  scrupled  to 
return  to  Great  Storn's  Head,  and  Muriel 
Reeves  did  not  attempt  to  scold  him,  or  to 
think  of  scolding  him,  for  the  breaking  of 
his  word.  In  her  joy  at  seeing  him  she 
forgot  the  promise  which  she  had  exacted, 
and  Rossendale  had  grown  a  dark  and  dismal 
home  to  her.  She  was  unhappy.  No 
suspicion  of  foul  play  had  affected  her  mind. 
She  believed  as  others  believed.     Crime  was 
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for  a  sensational  story  book,  not  for  the 
active  life  about  her,  and  who  was  there  to 
begrudge  the  life  of  the  poor,  weak  young 
wife  ?  There  was  no  one  to  hate  her  ;  there 
were  many  prepared  to  love  her,  and  to  re- 
joice at  her  recovery. 

It  was  Mrs.  Horbury  who  was  the  most 
distressed  of  all  of  them.  There  was  less 
self-repression  than  Claude  Faremouth 
evinced,  for  Claude  had  hope  still,  and 
Horbury's  wife  had  not.  Muriel's  services 
came  more  into  requisition  as  the  wife's 
strenofth  seemed  to  diminish. 

^  I  shall  go  like  her.  It  is  in  the  blood, 
Miss  Reeves,'  she  said  despairingly.  'Some 
day  I  shall  wander  away,  too,  and  be  heard 
of  no  more.  It  is  the  curse  bequeathed  to 
me.' 

Lavinia  looked  so  wildly  at  Muriel  that 
it  was   possible  for  the  younger  woman  to 
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believe  in  the  prophecy,  despite  her  efforts 
to  assure  her  to  the  contrary. 

'  You  are  naturally  distressed  at  the  dis- 
appearance of  your  sister,'  Muriel  answered. 
*  You  give  way — pardon  me  for  saying  this, 
madam — too  readily/ 

*  Do  you  think  that  Gertrude  will 
return  V 

*  Why  should  she  not — as  suddenly  and 
strangely  as  she  went  away  V  was  the 
evasive  rejoinder. 

But  Muriel  hardly  thought  so,  and  what 
were  her  thoughts  she  could  not  tell  to  her 
mistress  and  companion.  She  could  whisper 
them  to  Oliver  Toope,  for  he  was  strong, 
and  stood  apart  from  the  story  she  con- 
sidered, until  she  remembered  for  how  long 
a  period  of  time  he  had  been  the  friend 
of  this  unfortunate  Claude  Faremouth. 
Oliver's  thoughts  were  hardly  hers  :  he  took 
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a  cheerier,  perhaps  a  more  natural  view  of 
things,  until  a  trouble  came,  and  with  it  a 
new  suspicion  altogether.  He  had  left  the 
little  village  of  Llanwyssander,  and  settled 
in  Great  Storn's  Head  by  that  time.  Claude 
was  with  him,  or  affected  to  be  with  him, 
but  his  restlessness  and  new  activity  took 
him  long  journeys  away  from  Oliver.  Claude 
was  the  slave  of  every  fresh  rumour  or  scrap 
of  news  ;  he  was  never  in  repose.  The 
shadows  from  which  he  had  almost  emerged 
had  deepened  around  him  again,  and  the 
light  was  not  to  come  back.  He  was  un- 
aware of  that.  With  every  fresh  quest 
there  came  a  gleam  of  hope  to  him,  and 
perhaps  it  was  as  well  that  he  was  ready  to 
be  thus  deceived.  He  would  have  collapsed 
without  hope  in  those  cruel,  early  days. 

Muriel  and  Oliver  were  together  on  the 
parade     one    sunny    afternoon.       Leave    of 
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absence  had  been  orranted  Muriel  by  Hor- 
bury's  wife,  who  was  disposed  to  be  more 
kind  and  less  exacting — to  whom  Muriel 
felt  strangely  drawn  of  late  days. 

James  Horbury  was  wheeling  his  wife  in 
the  far  distance,  smoking  placidly,  talking  to 
her  and  looking  out  to  sea.  Muriel  and 
Oliver  Toope  looked  after  them.  Man  and 
wife  had  passed  some  ten  minutes  ago,  and 
silent  greetings  had  been  exchanged,  and 
hats  uplifted  in  the  conventional  way. 

'  I  don't  like  that  fellow  any  better  than 
I  did,  for  all  his  new  pohteness,'  said  Oliver; 
*  do  you  V 

'  I  shall  be  glad  to  get  back  to  London,' 
replied  Muriel. 

'  Why  don't  you  go,  then  ?' 

*  I  am  waiting  for  Mrs.  Horbury  to  pro- 
cure a  new  companion  ;  she  has  promised  to 
advertise  next  week.' 


72  THE  WOMAN  IN  THE  DARK 

'  She  promised  last  week/  grumbled 
Oliver. 

*  She  is  anxious  that  I  should  not  leave 
her  at  present,  and  I  do  not  care  to  seem 
uncharitable  in  the  midst  of  their  trouble.' 

'  A  fortnight  has  softened  that  trouble 
down  for  them  wonderfully,'  said  Oliver 
dryly  ;  '  they  do  not  seem  to  be  taking  any 
great  pains  to  find  Mrs.  Faremouth.  Not 
the  pains  that  I  should  have  taken  in  their 
place,  and  had  she  been  a  relative  of  my 
own.' 

*  What  more  can  they  do  ? 

'  Spend  more  money  ;  go  here,  there,  and 
everywhere,  as  Claude  does.  I  could  not 
rest,  as  those  two  rest,  day  after  day,'  cried 
Oliver  indignantly.  ^  They  are  learning  to 
forget,  I  should  say.  It  is  so  much  easier 
to  forget  all  about  it.' 

*  Ah  !  you   are   uncharitable,  Oliver,  un- 


OLIVER  IS  ENIGMATICAL  73 

just.  It  is  the  remembrance  of  the  loss  that 
is  wearing  them  out,'  said  Muriel  in  reply. 

'  What,  both  of  them  V 

^  It  is  probable.' 

Oliver  Toope  burst  into  an  incredulous 
laugh. 

'  There  does  not  seem  any  sign  of  wearing 
out  in  that  free  and  easy  fellow  yonder,'  he 
said,  nodding  his  head  in  the  direction  which 
the  Horburys  had  taken. 

'  He  is  very  much  changed,  indeed.' 

'  For  the  better  ?' 

'  I  don't  know.  Sometimes  I  think  so, 
sometimes  I  think  the  reverse,  when  he  is 
calling  me  Muriel,  and  putting  on  a  light- 
ness of  demeanour  that  he  does  not  feel  and 
is  not  natural  to  his  character.' 

'  Calling  you  Muriel !  Well,  of  all  the 
thundering  impertinence !'  blurted  out  Oliver 
Toope  ;   ^  you  liave  never  told  me  this.' 
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'  It  was  of  no  particular  importance/ 

'  It's  beastly  familiar.' 

^  I  don't  like  it,  certainly.' 

^  No  ;  I  should  think  not.  I  shall  have 
to  give  that  gentleman  a  bit  of  my  mind 
before  I  leave  Great  Storn's  Head.  Muriel 
indeed  !' 

'  There,  you  are  making  yourself  ridicu- 
lous, Oliver.' 

'  Why  don't  you  tell  him  to — chuck  it  V 
he  said,  at  a  loss  for  a  more  forcible  expres- 
sion. 

^  I  had  intended  to  ask  him  to  chuck  it, 
as  you  elegantly  express  it,'  she  replied, 
^  but  he  does  not  seem  to  say  it  with  the 
intention  of  annoying  me  in  any  way  ;  and 
at  times  he  is  so  desperately  wretched.' 

'That  is  because  you  don't  call  him 
James,  perhaps,'  said  Oliver,  with  a  brow  as 
black  as  night. 
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'  If  you  give  me  any  of  your  sarcastic 
nonsense  I  shall  go  home,'  replied  Muriel 
warmly. 

'What  right  has  he  —  but  here,  hold 
hard  !'  he  exclaimed  ;  '  did  not  I  promise 
never  to  be  jealous  again  ?  Of  course  I  did, 
and — ah  !  I  mean  it,  too.  As  if  a  man 
could  be  jealous  of  that  sulky  brute  !  why, 
it's  all  nonsense.  I  beg  your  pardon, 
Muriel' 

'  It  is  granted,  Oliver.  But  don't  do  it 
again,  please.' 

*  The  fact  is,  that  I'm  not  myself  either, 
to-day.  I'm  out  of  sorts,  too,  but  you  don't 
notice  that.' 

*  I  have  only  noticed  that  you  are  particu- 
larly lively,'  said  Muriel. 

'  Ah  !  you  are  not  as  sharp-witted  as  you 
generally  are,  Muriel,'  he  replied,  '  or  you 
would  have  noticed  it  at  once.      I  dare  say 
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if   it   had   been   that — but   there,  I  am  an 
ass/ 

*  You  are  at  times/  said  Muriel  demurely ; 
*  that  is  the  worst  of  you.' 

*  Pooh !  it  is  hot  down  here.  Let  us 
stroll  over  the  hills.' 

'  The  Great  Storn  ?' 

^  No ;  those  hills  yonder  ;  where  you 
took  your  early  morning  walk  once.  There 
will  be  some  air  stirring  on  the  hills.' 

*  Very  well,'  said  Muriel,  rising. 

*  Do  you  know  what  Claude  says  about  the 
hills  ? — where  we  may  probably  meet  him, 
by  the  way,  for  he  is  always  searching  there.' 

'  Indeed  !  searching  for  what  ?' 

'For  a  clue.  He  thinks  that  when  his 
wife  left  Rossendale  she  went  over  the  hills 
towards  Llanwyssander.' 

'  Alone,  in  the  dead  of  night,  without 
knowing  her  way  ?     Impossible !' 
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'  I  am  not  so  sure  that  she  was  alone,' 
said  Oliver. 

Muriel  caught  his  arm  and  looked 
earnestly  into  his  face. 

^  You — you  do  not  suspect  Claude  V  she 
asked,  almost  in  a  whisper.  ^  He  was  on 
the  hills  that  night  ;  did  he  meet  her,  did 
he ' 

'  No,  no,  Muriel  ;  but  I  suspect  James 
Horbury.' 

*  You  suspect  him  !     For  any  reason  V 

'  Yes.' 

Muriel  looked  earnestly  and  critically  at 
him.  It  was  easy  to  read  his  face,  and  she 
knew  at  once  that  he  had  been  keeping  a 
secret  from  her. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

ON     THE     HILLS     AGAIN. 

Oliver  Toope  and  Muriel  Keeves  went  out 
of  the  town  and  into  the  country  road,  and 
ascended  by  slow,  silent  degrees  towards  the 
higher  ground,  and  on  to  the  great  hills 
which  hemmed  in  the  town  on  all  sides.  It 
was  not  the  custom  of  this  humble  pair  of 
lovers  to  proceed  in  a  mute-like  fashion  for 
a  long  period  of  time  ;  there  was  always  so 
much  to  say  from  one  or  another,  so  many 
confidences  to  exchange,  so  many  fair  words 
lightened  by  laughing  glances,  so  many  little 
sharp   sentences   even   if  a   chance   remark 
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or  two  brought  up  discussion.  '  Pleasant 
bickerings,'  Oliver  termed  them  afterwards, 
when  the  jealous  mood  had  been  dissipated, 
and  only  the  fun  and  folly  of  it  remained. 

On  this  occasion  the  lovers  were  particu- 
larly silent ;  the  breath  was  difficult  to  get 
freely  at  certain  turns  of  the  shingly  path, 
or  the  mossy  slopes  in  which  the  pathway 
became  eventually  lost,  but  there  was  power 
left  for  a  chance  remark  or  an  expression  of 
affection  had  either  of  these  two  been  in- 
clined to  converse  in  little  gasps.  They 
were  not  inclined  to  do  so  that  day.  Oliver 
had  not  placed  perfect  confidence  in  her, 
Muriel  considered ;  he  had  kept  a  secret 
from  her.  He  held  possibly  a  clue  to  the 
solution  of  the  mystery  of  Mrs.  Faremouth's 
disappearance,  and  yet  he  had  kept  it  all  to 
himself.  And  Oliver  Toope  was  silent  for 
reasons  of  his  own  ;  he  was  not  quite  sure 
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now  that  he  had  acted  wisely  in  telling 
Muriel  what  was  in  his  thoughts,  but  it  had 
escaped  in  spite  of  himself.  They  might  be 
very  unjust  and  cruel  thoughts  which  he 
had  no  right  to  have  of  any  human  being  in 
a  case  so  dark  and  desperate  as  this  might 
prove  to  be.  They  were  talking  and  whisper- 
ing of  a  woman's  flight  from  her  husband, 
from  her  home — a  commonplace  tragedy 
enough,  but  always  a  tragedy — and  Oliver 
Toope's  were  deeper,  darker  thoughts  even 
than  that,  and  he  had  no  right  to  distress 
Muriel  with  them.  Oliver  was  an  honest 
man  and  loved  fair-play,  and  already  he  was 
considering  whether  he  had  acted  fairly  in 
saying  that  he  suspected  James  Horbury. 
Suspected  him  of  what  ?  Of  spiriting  away 
his  sister-in-law,  of  putting  her  at  a  distance 
from  her  husband  in  the  fear  that  they 
should    meet  ?     For    husband    and   wife  to 
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meet  might  mean  the  ruin  of  James  Hor- 
bury,  he  knew  now. 

On  the  top  of  the  hill  they  came  to  a  full 
stop,  and  looked  back  at  the  town  and  the 
sea,  and  then  Oliver  Toope  spoke  for  the 
first  time. 

'  You  are  offended  with  me  V  he  said,  more 
gently  than  was  his  wont,  for  he  was  very 
often  rough  and  quick  of  speech,  as  are 
straightforward  men  at  times,  the  more's  the 
pity. 

*  Why  did  you  distrust  me  ?'  Muriel 
asked. 

^  It  was  not  distrust.' 

'  What  was  it,  then  V 

'  A  fear  of  distressing  you  by  vain  specu- 
lation— by  my  own  suspicions,  which,  after 
all,  are  not  of  any  value.' 

*  Mere  surmise  V 

'  Yes,  mere  surmise.' 

VOL.   II.  21 
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*  Well,  tell  me/  said  Muriel  ;  *  I  am 
curious.' 

^  It  is  Claude's  suspicions,  rather  than 
my  own,  and  he  has  thrust  them  on  me,' 
Oliver  replied.  '  Claude's  secret,  if  it  be  a 
secret,  and  which  I  have  hardly  a  right  to 
recapitulate.' 

'  Has  he  asked  you  not  to  tell  me  ?' 

*  Certainly  not.' 

*  And  it  throws  a  light  on  Mrs.  Fare- 
mouth's  absence  ?' 

'  It  suggests  a  motive.' 

*Go  on,  Oliver,'  said  Muriel  petulantly. 
*  I  am  as  deeply  interested  in  her  as  any  of 
you — and  she  has  not  gone  by  fair  means,  I 
am  afraid,  now.' 

'  Not  of  her  own  free  will,  do  you  mean  ?' 
he  asked. 

'  Perhaps  not  of  her  own  free  will.  Tell 
me    your    impressions     of    this    wonderful 


ON  THE  HILLS  AGAIN  83 

surmise  of  yours,  and  don't  be  so  aggravat- 
ing,' she  said.  '  Am  I  likely  to  betray  you, 
Oliver  ?' 

*  Muriel,  what  a  thought  !' 

*  Go  on,  sir,'  said  the  peremptory  young 
lady. 

There  was  no  escaping  the  story,  and 
Oliver  Toope  did  not  attempt  to  do  so  any 
further.  The  Horburys,  Claude  Faremouth, 
and  his  wife  were  all  very  well,  strange  and 
interesting  personalities  to  somebody  or 
other,  but  Muriel  was  worth  the  lot  of 
them  ;  but  now  he  was  going  to  trouble 
her  head  with  his  own  impressions. 

'  Muriel,  has  Claude  Faremouth  spoken 
of  his  wife's  property  in  any  way  to  you  V 
he  inquired. 

*  He  has  spoken  vaguely  of  money — and 
what  a  man  might  be  tempted  to  do  for 
money.' 
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*  When  was  that  V 

'  On  the  night  Mrs.  Faremouth  disap- 
peared.' 

'  You  were  together — Claude  and  you  ? 
Great  Scott !' 

*  We  were  on  the  parade  before  he  saw 
James  Horbury  at  Rossendale.  He  had  come 
over  these  hills  that  night,  if  you  remember.' 

^  Yes,  but  he  had  not  come  to  see  you. 
How  did  you  and  he  come  together  on  the 
parade,  and  late  at  night,  too  ?'  Oliver  ex- 
claimed wildly.  '  He  did  not  tell  me  he 
expected  to  meet  you — and  you  have  never 
said  a  word  about  that  to  me.  Hanged  if 
you  have  !' 

'  Secret  for  secret,  then.' 

And  Muriel  laughed  for  the  first  time 
since  Mrs.  Faremouth's  flitting. 

In  the  whirl  of  events  she  had  not 
thought   of  her   first  meeting  with   Claude 
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Faremouth,  and  she  gave   him   the  details 
now,  before  he  went  on  with  his  recital. 

Oliver  listened  with  a  frown  at  first,  but 
the  darkling  expression  on  his  features 
vanished  by  degrees.  He  had  certainly 
improved,  thought  Muriel ;  a  long  sea 
voyage  and  employment  on  board  ship  had 
taken  a  great  deal  of  the  jealous  nonsense 
out  of  him.  He  would  not  be  hard  to 
manage  by-and-by. 

When  Muriel  had  completed  her  narra- 
tion, his  broad  brow  suddenly  contracted 
again,  but  it  was  with  deep  thought,  not 
jealousy. 

*  Let  us  sit  down  here  and  think  it  over. 
The  position  is  getting  complicated.' 

They  sat  down  side  by  side,  the  sun 
shining  on  them,  the  wind  careering  round 
them. 

Oliver  Toope  reached  out  his  broad,  brown 
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hand  and  took  the  Httle  gloved  one  in  his 
clasp. 

'  Muriel,'  he  said,  '  I  am  afraid  I  am  a 
troublesome  sort  of  a  fellow  to  you — one 
who  would  be  jealous  of  his  own  father  or 
brother,  if  he  were  alive  ;  of  anybody,  in 
fact,  who  dared  to  say  a  word  to  you.  And 
I  don't  suppose  that  I  shall  get  much  better 
of  that  complaint  till  you  and  I  are  man  and 
wife.     When  is  that  to  be  ?' 

'  Mercy,  Oliver  !  is  this  your  confidence, 
your  secret,  your  clue?'  cried  Muriel,  snatch- 
ing her  hand  away  in  her  astonishment ;  but 
it  found  its  way  back  in  a  few  moments  of 
time. 

*  I  am  coming  to  that,  dear  ;  but  I  thought 
that  we  would  fix  this  little  matter  first,'  he 
answered. 

'  It's  no  little  aflfair  to  think  of  marrying 
a  big  jealous  booby  like  you,'  said  Muriel. 
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^  No,  it  isn't/  was  Oliver's  grave  reply. 
*  I'm  an  idiot,  I  know,  and  you  are  pretty 
and  clever,  and  I  don't  deserve  you  a  bit — 
but,  still,  here  we  are.' 

*  Yes — here  we  are  !' 

*  And  we  may  as  well  name  the  day  and 
stick  to  it,'  continued  Oliver  Toope.  ^  I 
don't  see  what  we  are  waiting  for.' 

'  We  are  waiting  to  hear  of  Claude  Fare- 
mouth  and  James  Horbury.' 

*  It  is  Claude  that  brings  this  subject 
forward.' 

'  Claude  ?' 

*  Yes.  He  w^ants  to  set  me  up  in  London 
— to  become  a  partner  with  me  in  an 
engineering  business,  and  he  offers  to  find 
all  the  capital.  Just  the  kind  of  good 
fellow  so  many  people  are  always  looking 
out  for.  Oh  yes,  he  is  one  of  the  best  of 
fellows.' 
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*  When  he  does  not  keep  me  out  late  on 
the  parade,  Ohver/  she  said  demurely. 

'Ah,  we'll  drop  the  subject,  serious 
though  it  is,  for  another  reason — desperately 
serious.  But,  there,'  he  said,  *  I  am  ashamed 
of  myself,  and  I  have  apologized,  you  know, 
humbly.' 

'  And  here  we  are  back  to  the  night  of 
Mrs.  Faremouth's  disappearance,  which  we 
will  discuss  in  the  first  place,  please.  Busi- 
ness first,  marriage  afterwards,  Oliver,'  she 
said  lightly.  '  That  is,  on  one  of  these  fine 
days.' 

They  were  in  good  spirits  now.  Mrs. 
Faremouth's  troubles  lay  further  back  from 
their  minds,  and  her  troubles,  after  all, 
might  be  only  of  her  own  creating,  and 
capable  of  a  very  mild  solution.  Why 
should  it  not  end  in  the  clear  daylight, 
with  all  the  suspicions  swept  away — those 
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ungenerous  suspicions  which  seemed  to  attack 
everybody  in  turn,  and  impHcate  everybody, 
too? 

'  The  fact  is,'  said  Oliver,  with  a  sudden 
abruptness  that  startled  her,  '  I  wanted  to 
be  your  lawful  protector  right  off  the  reel, 
as  they  say,  Muriel,  so  that  I  might  be 
better  able  to  fight  your  battles  :  yours  and 
Claude's,  for  the  matter  of  that,'  he  added. 

'  Why  are  you  coupling  our  names  to- 
gether V  she  asked.  ^  What  battles  of  mine 
have  you  to  fight  ?  Out  with  it,  Oliver ; 
there  is  something  more  to  tell  me.' 

'  Well,  there  is.' 

'  Go  on.' 

'  You  are  not  likely  to  be  scared  ?  You 
are  brave  ?' 

'  I  shall  not  be  scared,  Oliver.' 

*  The  police  about  here — and  an  extra 
addle -headed    simpleton    whom    they    have 
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sent  down  from  Scotland  Yard — are  of 
opinion  that  you  and  Claude  know  where 
Mrs.  Faremouth  is.  And/  he  said,  after  a 
pause,  '  are,  in  some  way  or  other,  answer- 
able for  her  disappearance.  There,  I  thought 
that  would  probably  surprise  you,  little 
woman.  It  took  the  breath  completely  out 
of  me  when  I  first  heard  the  rumour.' 

'  Yes,  I  am  surprised,'  Muriel  confessed, 
tapping  the  tip  of  her  little  boot  with  her 
sunshade.  '  Who  set  such  an  absurd  rumour 
as  this  afloat  V 

'  I  don't  know.  Who  does  set  any  rumour 
or  scandal  afloat,  and  how  is  it  no  one  is  able 
to  catch  the  originator  and  choke  him  right 
ofi"  as  a  warning  to  others  of  the  same 
species  ?'  growled  Oliver. 

*  Are  they  saying  this  in  the  town  down 
there  ?'  said  Muriel,  pointing  to  the  pile  of 
housetops  in  the  depths  below. 
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*  A  few  of  them  are,  at  all  events  ;  and 
out  of  my  hearing.' 

'  Try  and  remember  everything  they  say 
of  me,  Oliver/ 

'  They  say  that  you  and  Claude  have 
been  seen  together  more  than  once  ;  that 
you  came  to  Rossendale  as  a  spy,  in  secret 
service  for  him  ;  that  you  had  exerted  from 
the  beginning  a  wonderful  influence  over 
Mrs.  Faremouth  ;  that  she  used  to  visit  you 
in  your  room  when  the  rest  of  the  inmates 
were  asleep  ;  that  you  were  the  only  one 
at  Rossendale  acquainted  with  the  address 
of  Claude  Faremouth  at  Llanwyssander ; 
that  you  brought  Claude  to  Rossendale 
to  take  away  his  wife  ;  that  you  were  the 
last  up  in  the  house  on  the  night  when 
Mrs.  Faremouth  disappeared,  and  the  first 
up  in  the  morning  before  the  house  was 
astir.' 
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*  A  very  pretty  story,'  Muriel  murmured. 
*  And  you  knew  all  this  V 

*  And  did  not  believe  a  word  of  it — 
knocked  down  one  man — no,  I  think  there 
were  two  went  over — who  talked  of  this  at 
the  Quarryman  s  Arms  in  the  village  we 
last  passed  through.  But  I  see  now  how  a 
parcel  of  prying  fools  have  made  their  story 
out  of  nothing.  I  should  like  to  wring  their 
necks,'   cried  Oliver,  in  a  fury. 

'  One  story  is  good  until  another  is  told,' 
quoted  Muriel,  still  very  thoughtfully.  '  It  did 
not  seem  possible  that  I  should  be  connected 
with  this  miserable  mystery,  and  yet  you 
see,  Oliver,  I  am  enmeshed.' 

^Not  a  bit  of  it.' 

*  A  woman  under  suspicion,'  said  Muriel. 
^  How  strange — how  dreadfully  strange  !' 

'  I  did  not  intend  to  say  a  word  about 
this,'  said  Oliver  ruefully,   '  and  now  it's  all 
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come  out  in  a  damned  lump.      I  beg  pardon, 
I  ought  not  to  swear — but  I'm  savage/ 

*  A  sincere  Huron,  Oliver.' 
'  What's  that  V 

'  And  you  want  to  marry  me  right  off  to 
show  your  confidence  in  me,'  she  said,  with- 
out replying  to  his  question.  '  Ah,  that  is 
like  you,  old  Noll  !  And  you  may  kiss  me, 
if  you  like.' 

Oliver  did  so  immediately. 

*  There.  Now,  we  will  never  talk  again 
of  marrying,  or  giving  in  marriage,  until 
this  scandal  is  crushed  underfoot,'  said 
Muriel  firmly. 

'  Oh  Lord !' 

*  Are  we  in  the  papers,  Oliver  V 

*  Well,  there's  a  little  humbugging  para- 
graph that  nobody  can  make  sense  of  in  the 
Storn's  Head  Observer  arid  Visitors'  List,  a 
general  and   admirable  medium  for  all  the 
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soap  and  pill  makers  and  quack  doctors  in 
England.  I  have  called  three  times  at  the 
office  to  see  the  editor,'  he  added,  with  his 
fists  clenched,  *  but  the  gentleman  is  always 
out.      Lucky  for  him  that  he  is.' 

^  Oliver,  you'll  get  locked  up  presently,  if 
you  go  on  in  this  manslaughtering  way,'  she 
said.  ^  For  mercy's  sake  do  not  interfere 
and  make  me  the  talk  of  the  place.  Leave 
me  to  consider  how  to  act.  Please 
do.' 

^  What  is  in  your  mind  now  ?'  he  said 
doubtfully  and  anxiously. 

'  Oh,  many  things,'  she  said.  *  Don't  ask 
me  what  they  are.  Let  us  get  down  to  the 
town.      Take  me  home,  Oliver.' 

Muriel  was  strangely  excited,  and  Oliver 
was  equally  bewildered.  As  they  went  down 
the  grassy  slope  he  took  her  arm  and  drew 
it  within  his  own  so  that  she  might  not  slide 
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forward  and  fall,  she  walked  on  so  rapidly. 
Presently  lie  looked  into  her  face. 

'  I  am  afraid  it  is  all  my  clums}^  want  of 
tact — my  fault  altogether,'  he  said  ruefully. 

'  No,  no.' 

'  I  ought  not  to  have  told  you.' 

'  T  am  glad  to  know,'  she  answ^ered. 

They  went  on  in  silence  after  this,  as 
silent  as  they  had  been  when  ascending  the 
hill  three-quarters  of  an  hour  ago.  Going 
and  coming  they  had  both  been  tongue-tied. 

At  the  bottom  of  the  hill,  and  when  they 
were  on  the  white  dusty  road  which  wound 
round  to  Great  Storn's  Head,  Muriel  spoke 
again,  and  in  a  low  voice  : 

*  You  have  not  been  very  explicit,  Oliver.' 

*  As  to  what  ?' 

'  As  to  your  motives  for  suspecting  James 
Horbury.' 

*  Ah  1   I  had  forgotten  that,  thinking  of 
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you.  Well,  Mrs.  Faremouth  was  the  pos- 
sessor of  a  considerable  amount  of  Indian 
bonds  in  her  own  right,  Claude  tells  me,'  he 
continued.  ^  Those  bonds  were  sold  by 
James  Horbury,  he  has  ascertained,  some 
years  ago,  with  or  without  the  permission 
of  Claude's  wife.  Probably  without,  as  she 
was  incapable  of  advising  him.      Now ' 

*  Don't  tell  me  any  more,'  exclaimed 
Muriel,  interrupting  him.  ^  We  are  too 
suspicious — and  unjust.  I  will  not  hear 
any  more.' 

'  You  asked  me,'  said  Oliver,  '  and  this 
is,  after  all,  Claude's  story,  not  mine.' 

'  Yes,  yes — I  know.  But  don't  say  any- 
thing more  about  it,'  she  said.  '  I  think  I 
understand.' 

He  glanced  at  her.  She  was  hardly  her- 
self, and  this  was  not  the  pretty  girl  whom 
he  had  taken  for  a  long  walk  that  September 
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afternoon.  This  was  a  grave,  earnest-faced 
little  woman,  with  two  red  spots  burning 
into  her  cheeks^  and  her  bright  eyes  looking 
far  ahead  of  her,  as  at  a  shadowy  form  which 
haunted  her  almost,  so  steadfast  was  her 
gaze.  And  before  she  reached  home  a  new 
fear  altogether  was  upon  her.  The  links  in 
the  chain  were  forging  apace. 

At  a  few  yards  from  Rossendale  a  work- 
man was  standing  with  his  hands  in  his 
pockets,  as  if  waiting  for  someone.  He 
was  a  short,  thick-set,  red-haired  man,  in 
white  soiled  moleskin,  and  he  looked  hard  at 
Muriel  and  Oliver  as  they  passed  him. 

When  they  were  at  the  gate  of  Rossen- 
dale  he  came  up  to  them  at  a  quick 
pace. 

'  Do  you  live  yonder  V  he  said,  address- 
ing Muriel,  and  nodding  towards  the  house. 

*Yes.' 

VOL.  n.  -  22 
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'  At  Mr.  Gladwell's  V  he  added,  as  if  to 
make  quite  sure. 

'  Yes.' 

'  Will  you  give  that  to  the  master,  please, 
and  say  Evan  Evans  found  it  on  the  hills. 
In  the  dip  where  the  young  oaks  are.' 

Muriel  took  from  him  the  crimson  plush 
tobacco-pouch,  with  the  name  of  Gladwell 
flourishing  across  it  in  gold  cord — the  pouch 
she  had  seen  in  James  Horbury's  hands  on 
the  night  Mrs.  Faremouth  stole  away — the 
pouch  that  he  had  tossed  on  to  the  hall 
table  along  with  his  briar  pipe. 

*  The  man  is  always  pitching  that  flashy 
thing  about,'  remarked  Oliver,  recognising 
the  article. 

^  Tell  him,  please,  lady,  that  I  found  it  a 
week  or  so  ago,  but  that  my  business  ain't 
lain  in  this  direction,  or  I'd  have  come  on 
with  it  sooner.     He'll  not  forget  me  when 
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he  sees  me.  Evan  Evans  's  my  name,  tell 
him,  lady.  I  have  taken  every  care  of  it. 
Good-day.' 

The  man  nodded  and  slouched  away,  and 
Muriel  stood  with  the  crimson  pouch  in  her 
hand.      Suddenly  she  turned  to  Oliver. 

'  Follow  him  !  Find  out  where  that  man 
lives,  Oliver,  and  the  place,  the  day,  the 
date — exact — when  he  picked  it  up,'  said 
Muriel,  wildly  excited  now. 

Then  she  ran  into  the  house  and  tore  up- 
stairs to  her  room,  and  Oliver  Toope  pro- 
ceeded at  once  to  carry  out  her  behests. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

BECOMING      CONFIDENTIAL. 

Locked  securely  in  her  own  room,  Muriel 
Reeves  tried  hard  to  solve  the  new  problem 
which  had  been  suggested  to  her  by  the 
losing  and  finding  of  such  an  e very-day 
article  as  a  plush  tobacco-pouch.  A  care- 
less hand  and  a  pocket  of  insufficient  depth, 
and  anything  might  easily  be  lost. 

*  The  pouch  had  been  lost  before,'  Oliver 
said. 

At  first  sight  one  does  not  see  anything 
problematic  in  it,  but  Muriel's  memory  was 
keen  for  details,  though  her  mind  was  per- 
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plexed  by  all  that  Oliver  Toope  had  told 
her  that  day  in  his  wandering  fashion.  That 
crimson  pouch  had  been  thrown  on  to  the 
table  in  the  hall  when  she  and  Claude  Fare- 
mouth  were  talking  to  James  Horbury  ;  she 
remembered  Claude's  eyes  glancing  towards 
it,  and  she  wondered  at  the  time  if  the 
name  *  Gladwell,'  which  was  strikingly  dis- 
tinct in  gold  cord,  would  suggest  to  Mr. 
Faremouth  the  lying  cognomen  the  master 
of  Rossendale  had  taken  to  himself  It 
was  a  red  spot  of  colour  in  the  dim  light, 
she  remembered,  too — and  yet  it  was  odd 
that  the  remembrance  of  it  all  came  so  clearly 
back  to  her  just  then.  When  did  that  red- 
haired  quarryman,  Evan  Evans,  find  that 
pouch  which  she  held  in  her  hand  ?  On 
what  early  morning  was  it  ?  If  he  could  only 
recollect — if  he  would  tell  Oliver — what  a 
deal    might    depend    upon    it    in    the    near 
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future.  What  an  awful  truth  might  leap 
forth  from  the  shadows  to  scare  them,  and 
what  deeper  hues  it  might  take  unto  itself ! 
James  Horbury's  one  solace  was  his  briar- 
wood  pipe — it  was  seldom  away  from  those 
thin  lips  of  his  ;  he  was  a  smoker  of  the 
deepest  dye,  and  Muriel  felt  that  she  had 
not  seen  him  fill  his  pipe  from  the  plush 
pouch  from  the  day  that  Mrs.  Faremouth 
had  disappeared.  She  felt  sure  of  that, 
though  so  small  a  matter  had  not  attracted 
her  attention  before,  and  that  by  way  of 
substitute  she  was  suddenly  conscious  of  a 
new  purse-like  pouch,  with  a  steel  clasp 
which  shut  with  a  sharp  snap,  and  which 
James  Horbury  was  snapping  twenty  times 
a  day.  And  this  crimson  pouch  was  found 
upon  the  hills  where  James  Horbury  never 
went  now  for  his  morning  walks.  If  this 
article  in  her  hands  were  picked  up  in  the 
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early  morning  of  the  day  following  Mrs. 
Faremouth's  disappearance,  James  Horbury 
must  have  been  on  the  hills  that  memorable 
niofht  alone,  or  with  Claude  Faremouth's 
wife,  the  woman  lured  from  home  perhaps 
by  some  specious  pretext,  some  cruel,  wicked 
lie — some  pretended  message  from  the  man 
for  whom  her  heart  was  yearning,  a  story  of 
his  illness  possibly,  or  his  urgent  wish  to  see 
her  for  one  moment,  just  one  moment  before 
the  morrow,  when  he  would  come  to  claim 
her. 

Yes,  we  are  aware  that  very  close  to  the 
truth  were  the  thoughts  of  this  keen-witted 
young  woman,  who  was  trying  hard  not  to 
believe  the  worst,  for  all  her  marshalling 
together  of  the  grim  facts  which  might  end 
another  life  if  this  were  murder.  No,  no  ; 
God  forbid  that  it  should  be  murder,  that 
there  was  anyone  so  base  as  to  begrudge  the 
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life  of  a  poor  fragile  woman,  or  so  villainous 
as  to  seek  the  opportunity  to  take  it.  Not 
so  bad  as  that,  Muriel  hoped.  James  Hor- 
bury  might  by  some  strange  deception  have 
persuaded  his  sister-in-law  to  seek  another 
retreat  away  from  Rossendale,  and  there 
need  be  no  appalling  crime  to  account  for 
her  sudden  disappearance.  She  prayed 
there  might  not  be,  with  all  her  heart. 

Meanwhile,  what  should  she  do  with  the 
pouch  with  the  false  name  of  Gladwell 
flourishing  thereon  in  letters  of  gold  ;  strange 
testimony  to  James  Horbury's  want  of 
veracity  at  the  very  least  ?  What  should 
she  do  ?  The  first  impulse  was  to  say 
nothing  about  it — to  keep  it  as  a  secret  that 
any  property  of  James  Horbury's  had  been 
found  upon  the  hills,  and  so  for  awhile  await 
results.  But,  meanwhile,  she  would  be  in 
possession  of  an  article  that  did  not  belong 
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to  her  ;  she  might  be  even  accused  of  the 
theft  of  it,  and  this  Evan  Evans  was  Hkely 
to  meet  James  Horbury  at  any  moment, 
and  hint  that  he  was  deserving  of  reward 
for  the  discovery  of  the  pouch,  and  taking 
the  trouble  to  come  to  Rossendale  to  dehver 
it  to  its  lawful  owner,  like  the  honest  man 
that  he  was.  And  the  man  would  say  that 
he  had  given  it  to  a  young  lady,  whom  James 
Horbury  would  know  to  be  Muriel  Reeves. 
No,  she  would  not  keep  it.  She  would 
return  it  to  James  Horbury  at  dinner-time, 
or  before,  or  after  dinner  ;  she  was  not  quite 
certain  which ;  but  she  would  watch  her 
opportunity  and  him,  and  see  what  would 
follow,  and  in  what  manner  he  would  behave 
under  the  circumstances.  But  the  best  laid 
plans  will  go  agley  ;  James  Horbury  was  not 
to  be  surprised  or  trapped  so  easily.  At 
dinner-time  there  was  no  place  reserved  for 
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him,  and  it  was  left  for  his  wife  and  Muriel 
to  do  honour  to  the  feast.  Mr.  Gladwell, 
as  Muriel  was  informed,  was  dining  with 
some  friends  at  the  Imperial  Hotel,  and 
would  not  be  at  home  till  a  late  hour. 
Friends  from  London  had  been  met  on  the 
parade,  and  James  had  accepted  their  in- 
vitation to  dinner. 

*  They  were  anxious  that  I  should  join 
them,  too,'  Mrs.  Horbury  condescended  to 
explain  to  our  heroine  ;  '  but  I  had  not  the 
heart — neither  the  heart  nor  the  strength,' 
she  added,  with  a  long,  deep  sigh. 

Muriel  could  only  reply  to  this  in  a  con- 
ventional way  by  expressing  the  hope  that 
both  would  come  right  in  time. 

'  My  husband  had  some  little  objection 
to  going  himself,'  she  said  further ;  *  for 
these  are  early  days  for  anything  like 
festivity.      But  they  are  old  friends,  and  I 
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thought  the  change  would  do  James  good. 
And  he  Hkes  change  so  much/ 

Muriel  had  no  doubt  of  it,  but  she  made 
no  comment.  There  was  nothing  that  called 
for  reply,  and  Lavinia  continued  in  her 
desultory  way  : 

*  I  am  always  anxious  that  James  should 
have  as  much  change  as  possible,'  she  said. 
'  He  is  tied  to  me  and  home  so  constantly, 
and  I  am,  I  fear,  occasionally  exacting.  And 
he  is  not  himself  just  now.  My  sister's  dis- 
appearance has  affected  him  more  than  you 
can  possibly  imagine.  Miss  Reeves.  He 
has  fits  of  terrible  desjDondency ;  he  lies 
awake  for  hours,  staring  at  the  ceiling  in  the 
most  objectionable  way,  and  it  gives  me  a 
turn  if  I  wake  suddenly  and  find  him  look- 
ing up  like  that.  When  he  sleeps  he  dreams 
of  Gertrude,  and  calls  out  her  name.' 

'  Indeed  1' 
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'  You  would  not  think  all  this  weighed 
upon  him  so  much,  for  he  is  the  same  as 
ever  in  company,'  said  Lavinia  ;  '  but  oh, 
dear  !  when  he  is  alone  he  is  a  great  trial  to 
me.' 

'  Indeed  !' 

'  Don't  keep  saying  "  Indeed,"  Miss 
Reeves  !'  cried  Mrs.  Horbury  fretfully.  *  It 
fidgets  me  to  find  you  so  extremely  apathetic. 
Sometimes  I  wish  you  would  show  more 
interest  in  our  grief — say  something,  suggest 
something  ;  but  you  are  always  so  very 
silent.' 

'  I  do  not  know  whether  I  have  a  right 
to  intrude  with  any  suggestion  of  my  own/ 
replied  Muriel,  ^  or  whether  anything  that 
is  worth  suggesting  occurs  to  me.  It  is  all 
inscrutable  to  me.' 

*  Does  James  ever  speak  of  it  to  you  V 

'  No,  madam.' 
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'It  is  a  sorry  subject.  He  says  very 
little  to  me,  because  he  thinks  it  worries  me 
to  dwell  upon  it — as  if  I  can  help  worrying 
— help  thinking  of  a  calamity  like  that  ! 
Not  that  he  will  call  it  a  calamity,'  said  the 
wife,  '  despite  his  great  depression.' 

'  What  does  Mr.  Horbury  call  it  V 

'  He  aflfects  to  treat  it  lightly,  as  though 
I  did  not  know  that  it  was  all  put  on  for 
my  sake.  Dear  James  !  he  is  one  of  the 
worst  actors  I  have  known,'  Lavinia  ran 
on.  '  He  jests  at  it,  tries  to  turn  it  into 
ridicule ;  says  it  is  a  little  tiff — an  exhibition 
of  Gertrude's  temper,  or,  at  the  worst,  a 
wish  to  get  rid  of  us  and  set  up  in  life  away 
from  us,  with  a  husband  who  especially  dis- 
likes my  own.' 

*  Would  not  Mrs.  Faremouth  have  written 
to  you  under  those  circumstances  ?' 

'  That  is  what   I  say.      Gertrude  and  I 
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have  always  been  good  friends.  I  have 
tended  her  as  a  sister  should  do  ;  I  have 
kept  her  away  for  years  at  my  own  risk 
and  peril — in  defiance  of  the  law,  even — 
from  those  dreadful  lunatic  asylums,  of 
which  we  hear  such  tales  ;  and  this  is  the 
return  she  makes  to  me.  I  should  not  have 
thought  it  of  Gertrude.' 

'  It  appears  to  me  unlikely  that  Mrs. 
Faremouth  should  have  acted  so  un- 
generously,' Muriel  replied,  as  Mrs.  Hor- 
bury  evidently,  on  this  occasion,  waited  for 
an  answer. 

'  It  is  unlike  her  general  manner,  do  you 
mean  V 

^  Unlike  her  character.' 

*What  could  you  have  known  of  her 
character  in  those  two  days  you  had  been 
with  us.  Miss  Reeves  ?' 

*  Very  little,'  was  the  reply.    '  But  it  struck 
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me  that  she  had  been  a  thoughtful,  earnest 
woman  before  the  time  of  her  affliction.' 

*  She  was.' 

There  was  a  silence  of  several  minutes' 
duration,  during  which  Muriel  felt  certain 
that  Mrs.  Horbury  was  regarding  her  very 
critically.  Was  the  lady  disposed  to  submit 
her  to  a  rigid  cross-examination  on  that 
particular  evening,  and  had  she  received 
instructions  from  her  husband  to  do  so  ?  It 
was  a  new  suspicion  which  came  into 
Muriel's  head,  and  it  was  not  weakened  by 
Mrs.  Horbury's  next  inquiry. 

'  Muriel,  will  you  do  me  a  favour  ?'  she 
asked  very  impulsively,  and  leaning  across 
the  table  with  her  hands  clasped  together, 
almost  as  if  in  supplication. 

The  dinner  was  finished,  but  the  servants 
had  not  come  in  since  the  coffee.  Muriel  was 
startled  by  her  mistress's  eagerness.     It  was 
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the  first  time  that  she  had  been  called 
Muriel  by  Mrs.  Horbury,  who  was  gener- 
ally formal  and  reserved,  unless  disturbed  by 
one  of  those  little  exhibitions  of  temper 
which  troubled  her  at  times.  She  was  not 
of  her  husband's  familiar  disposition. 

Muriel  hesitated.  It  seemed  a  rash  pro- 
ceeding to  promise  anything  on  the  spur  of 
the  moment  to  the  Horburys.  There  was 
no  guessing  what  favour  might  be  asked  by 
these  eccentric  and  exacting  folk. 

'  If    I    can    in    any    way,    without ' 

she  began  in  a  stammering  manner,  which 
aggravated  her  as  well  as  Mrs.  Hor- 
bury. 

'  Ah  !  you  will  not  promise.  I  was  afraid 
you  would  not.' 

'  I  shall  be  glad  to  hear  first  what  it  is 
you  require  of  me,'  said  Muriel,  with  less 
embarrassment. 
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'  You  are  an  extremely  cautious  young 
woman/  said  Mrs  Horbury  satirically. 

'  I  have  not  the  character  of  beino:  so.' 

*  Secretive,  too,'  continued  the  mistress  ; 
'  not  telling  me  what  is  in  your  thoughts — 
what  you  think  of  James,  or  me,  or  of  that 
poor  woman  who  has  run  away  from  us.' 

'  It  is  not  my  place  to  speak.' 

'  Perhaps  not,'  was  the  short  answer. 
*  Let  us  go  into  the  drawing-room.' 

When  they  rose  Mrs.  Horbury  linked  her 
arm  in  that  of  Muriel,  but  whether  for 
support  or  in  a  sudden  sisterly  fashion,  it 
was  not  easy  to  determine.  In  the  drawing- 
room,  on  the  other  side  of  the  spacious  hall, 
she  sat  down  in  an  easy  chair  by  the  fire, 
which  was  burning  in  the  steel  grate  that 
night.  The  season  was  not  far  advanced, 
but  Mrs.  Horbury  was  always  chilly. 

'  Sit  there  by  my  side,'  she  said,  indicat- 
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ing  a  chair  close  to  her  own,  '  just  as  if  we 
were  great  friends.  Sometimes  I  think  that 
I  should  be  very,  very  glad  of  such  a  friend 
as  you  might  prove  to  me/ 

She  rested  her  thin  hand  on  Muriel's,  and 
looked  at  her  companion  with  a  strange  wist- 
fulness.  Muriel  was  on  guard,  but  she  was 
touched  ;  she  felt  tears  rising  to  her  own 
eyes  suddenly,  despite  her  self-command. 
This  was  not  hypocrisy  on  the  elder  woman's 
part ;  rather  an  approach  towards  a  better 
understanding  between  them,  a  sign  of  that 
womanly  yearning  for  friendship,  confidence, 
deep  affection,  which  one  woman  has  for 
another,  sometimes  —  not  very  often, 
possibly. 

After  all,  and  despite  an  array  of  town 
acquaintances,  Lavinia  Horbury,  better 
known  as  Mrs.  Glad  well,  was  desperately 
friendless. 
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*  Yes,  very  glad  of  a  friend/  she  repeated, 
'  for  I  am  much  alone  and  in  need  of 
sympathy — even  of  moral  support,  for,  God 
knows,  I  am  far  from  a  good  woman/ 

^  In  what  way  can  I  be  of  any  service  to 
you  V  asked  Muriel,  *  and  in  the  little  time 
that  I  have  to  spend  with  you  here  ?' 

'  Yes — you  are  going  away.  I  forgot,' 
she  answered  sadly.  ^  Just  as  I  begin  to 
like  you,  because  I  feel  that  you  are  honest, 
for  all  your  slyness.' 

Muriel  was  considerably  astonished  at 
this  sequel  to  the  compliments  Mrs.  Horbury 
was  disposed  to  lavish  upon  her  that  even- 
ing, and  drew  her  hand  away  indignantly. 

*  Slyness  !'  Muriel  repeated. 

*  I  beg  your  pardon.  I  am  too  quick 
with  my  tongue,'  Lavinia  said  hurriedly, 
*  and  that  has  turned  so  many  people  against 
me — perhaps  Gertrude.     For  nobody  makes 
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allowance  for  my  being  so  weak  and  ill  and 
irritable,  except  James  ;  and  he  bears  with 
me,  after  a  fashion.  You  are  offended 
now  V 

'  No,  madam/ 

*  That  is  so  good  of  you.  You  are  not 
quick  to  take  offence,  or  you  are  very  forgiv- 
ing, which  is  about  the  same  thing.  And,* 
she  added,  suddenly  reverting  to  the  old 
subject  of  discussion,  *  you  will  do  me  this 
one  favour — the  first  and  the  last,  probably, 
that  I  shall  ever  ask  you  V 

'  And  it  is  V 

'  That  you  should  tell  me — now  that  we 
are  together  and  not  likely  to  be  interrupted 
by  James — all  that  Mrs.  Faremouth  said 
when  she  came  upstairs  to  your  room  on  the 
night  before  she  went  away.  Pray  tell  me 
— so  much  depends  upon  it !' 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

SPEAKING      HER      MIND. 

Muriel  still  hesitated  to  comply  with  Mrs. 
Horbury's  wishes,  and  hardly  knew  for  what 
reason  it  was  that  she  should  pause.  It 
was  not  a  great  deal  to  do,  but  the  woman 
who  had  disappeared  had  asked  her  to  keep 
silence,  and  the  remembrance  of  that  injunc- 
tion was  strong  upon  her  still. 

'  I  should  have  no  objection,  Mrs.  Hor- 
bury ' 

'  Don't  call  me  by  that  horrible  name,' 
she  interrupted.  '  You  know  that  I  am 
Mrs.  Gladwell  here.  You  must  do  it  to 
annoy  me.' 
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'  Before  the  servants  I  say  Gladwell,  but 
I  thought  you  might  prefer  in  private  to  be 
addressed  by  your  proper  name/ 

Lavinia  shook  her  head. 

'It  is  a  name  that  we  had  in  America, 
and  we  had  hoped  to  set  it  aside  here  for 
good,'  she  said.  '  It  was  always  associated 
with  our  misfortunes,  and  we  were  glad  to 
change  it.  We  had  many  reasons  for  doing 
so.' 

So  that  Claude  Faremouth  might  not  be 
able  to  trace  them  was  one  of  the  reasons, 
Muriel  believed,  but  she  did  not  say  as  much 
to  the  speaker. 

'As  Mr.  Faremouth  always  addressed 
you  as  Horbury,'  said  Muriel,  '  I  thought 
that  I  might  venture  to  follow  his  example.* 

'  Well,  well ;  call  us  what  you  please,'  she 
said,  irritably  again.  'After  all  it  only 
makes  a  few  people  talk.      But  that  is  not 
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your  business.  It  is — but  you  were  going 
to  tell  me  what  my  sister  said  to  you  that 
night.  You  have  no  objection  ;  you  said  so, 
Muriel,  did  you  not  ?     Pray  go  on.' 

The  old  anxiety  to  know  everything  had 
returned.  She  was  very  anxious,  even 
erratic  in  her  suppressed  excitement,  Muriel 
considered.  But  Mrs.  Horbury  was  not 
frequently  in  the  same  mood  for  ten  minutes 
together. 

'Personally,  I  am  very  willing  to  give 
you  the  particulars  of  my  interview  with 
Mrs.  Faremouth,'  said  Muriel,  '  but  I  was 
asked  to  keep  silence  concerning  it.' 

'  By  Claude  V 

'  By  Mrs.  Faremouth.' 

'  And  you  promised  ?' 

'  No,  madam  ;  I  did  not.' 

'Where  lies  the  objection  to  tell  me, 
then  ?' 
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*  I  think  that  Mrs.  Faremouth  was  chiefly 
anxious  that  I  should  not  speak  of  her 
return  to  sanity  before  she  had  had  an 
opportunity  of  doing  so  herself  —  nothing 
more  than  that.' 

*  Then  you  will  tell  me  V 
'  Yes.' 

There  was  not  a  great  deal  to  relate, 
Muriel  found  when  she  had  begun  her  story, 
and  she  could  not  see  that  any  possible 
harm — or  good — could  result  from  its  recapi- 
tulation. But  it  w^as  a  recital  scarcely  flat- 
tering to  the  Horburys,  for  Muriel  spoke  of 
Gertrude  Faremouth's  doubts  of  them,  and 
of  her  intimations  to  Muriel  to  seek  her 
husband,  Claude,  and  tell  him  where  she 
was  if  she  fell  mentally  ill  again  before  they 
met. 

Mrs.  Horbury  listened  with  rapt  atten- 
tion— starting  once  or  twice  at  certain  por- 
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tions  of  the  narrative,  and  once  drawing  her 
right  hand  across  her  eyes  as  though  brushing 
tears  away  which  came  in  spite  of  her  ;  but 
when  Muriel  had  concluded,  she  said  listlessly 
— or  with  an  attempt  to  appear  listless  : 
'  Is  that  all  V 

*  Every  word,  so  far  as  I  can  recollect.' 
Mrs.  Horbury  reflected,  looked  at  the  fire, 

and  then  at  Muriel. 

'  Did  she  say  anything  concerning  some 
bonds  or  India  stock,  or  allude  to  her  mone- 
tary affairs  in  any  way  V  she  asked, 
suddenly. 

*  No,  madam.' 

*  Not  a  word  V 

*  Not  a  word.' 

'  Mistrusting  us  a  little,  and  not  quite 
sane,  even,  it  seemed  just  possible  to  me  that 
she  might  have  told  you  how  or  in  what 
way  she  had  disposed  of  them  before  her 
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sad  ajHiction.      She   certainly  sold  a  great 
deal  of  stock  then — we  have  proof  of  that/ 

Muriel  thought  of  Oliver  Toope's  sus- 
picions, fostered  as  they  had  been  by  Claude 
Faremouth,  of  Mr.  Horbury's  dealings  with 
his  sister-in-law's  property  ;  but  she  hazarded 
no  remark.  The  money  side  of  the  question 
— if  there  was  a  money  side — did  not 
interest  her.  It  was  a  past  sordid  story,  a 
sealed  book.  If  the  Horburys  had  lived 
and  thrived  on  Mrs.  Faremouth's  bonds  that 
was  a  matter  between  Claude  and  the 
Horburys — a  miserable  matter,  too.  But  it 
did  not  account  for  a  missing  woman,  and 
that  was  the  secret  which  was  oppressing 
Muriel  and  filling  her  with  new,  wild  fears 
with  every  minute  on  the  dial,  every  swing 
of  the  pendulum  of  the  big  old  clock  in  the 
hall  outside  the  door. 

Mrs.  Horbury  was  quick  to  detect  Muriers 
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lack  of  interest  in  the  subject.  If  she  had 
been  asked  by  her  husband  to  extract  as 
much  information  from  Muriel  as  was  pos- 
sible durinof  his  absence — to  ascertain  what 
Muriel  Reeves  knew  and  did  not  know — 
she  had  succeeded  in  her  object,  unless  the 
young  woman  was  very  cunning  indeed. 
She  had  told  Muriel  that  she  considered  her 
sly,  but  she  hardly  meant  what  she  had  said. 
She  had  a  higher  opinion  of  Muriel  Reeves 
than  her  husband  had,  for  he  was  almost 
certain  that  the  companion  was  a  spy — 
Claude  Faremouth's  spy  —  who  had  got 
smuggled  into  the  house  by  means  for  which 
he  was  quite  unable  to  account — by  magic, 
perhaps,  for  it  seemed  like  it  to  his  distorted 
fancy. 

Muriel  had  a  certain  impression  on  her 
mind  now  that  she  was  being  '  drawn  out ' 
— 'pumped,'  Oliver  Toope  would  have  called 
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it — by  Mrs.  Horbury,  but  as  regarded  Mrs. 
Faremouth's  interest  in  her,  she  had  nothing 
to    conceal,    and    there    was    nothing    that 
required  concealment.      The  strange  coinci- 
dence that  had  made  Oliver  Toope  and  Claude 
Faremouth  friends  abroad  might  look  like 
a  fixed  design,  but  it  had  been  very  easy  to 
explain    if,    on    the    Horbury  side,   it    was 
rather  hard  to  credit.      It  was  a  simple  solu- 
tion,   and    it   troubled    not   Muriel   in   any 
degree.      Her  one   thought  was,  what  had 
become  of  that  fair,  fragile  woman  who  had 
been  drawn  towards  her,  who  had  asked  for 
her   help,  given  her  her  confidence,  spoken 
of    her   brighter    life    to    come,    and     then 
vanished  like  a  dream-figure  ?      That  was  a 
subject    on  which    Muriel   could  grow  elo- 
quent, and  that  was  uppermost  again  before 
Mr.  Horbury's  home-coming. 

*  I    think    my   sister  misjudged  us,'   said 
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Mrs.  Horbury,  after  what  seemed  to  be  a 
long  study  of  the  flickering  coals  in  the  grate. 
*  Thought  she  would  be  better  with  her  hus- 
band, Claude,  and  so  stole  away  before  any 
opposition  could  be  offered  to  her  plans. 
And  we  have  thought — James  and  I — that 
you  had  aided  her  to  get  away — a  supposi- 
tion which  you  will  forgive  us  on  account  of 
our  anxiety  and  perplexity,  will  you  not  V 
she  asked,  taking  Muriel's  hand  again. 

'  I  have  nothing  to  forgive,  madam,' 
answered  Muriel  ;  '  in  uncertainty,  one 
thinks  of  everything  that  is  unreal,  abnor- 
mal and  uncharitable.  One  knows  not  what 
to  think.' 

^  Yes  ;  that  is  true.  It  is  all  incompre- 
hensible to  me  and  you,  to  my  husband, 
and  to  everybody  who  has  given  a  thought 
concerning  it.  There  are  times  even,'  she 
added,  with  a  visible  shudder,  and  her  hand 
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closing  more  firmly  upon  Muriel's,  'when 
I  fear  that  she  has  been  made  away 
with !' 

Muriel's  hand  held  Mrs.  Horbury's  more 
tightly  in  her  turn,  and  the  elder  woman 
was  quick  to  note  its  significance. 

'  Ha  !  you  think  so,  too  !  You  do  — 
you  do  !' 

'  At  times  it  steals  across  me  that 
this  is  the  end  of  it  all,'  murmured  our 
heroine. 

*  And  yet  you  have  spoken  to-night  of  her 
coming  back  to  us  !' 

'  I  have  hoped  against  hope.' 

*  Then  you  think  the  worst  ?  You  really 
think  the  worst.  Miss  Reeves  V 

What  induced  Muriel  to  own  to  a  belief 
in  the  worst  was  not  apparent  in  that  hour. 
She  was  over-wrought  ;  she  had  forgotten 
the  weakness  of  her  mistress,  and  she  was 
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seized  with  a  desire  to  speak  which  was 
beyond  her  power  to  restrain.  If  she  had 
been  prompted  by  a  hidden,  unseen  force  at 
her  side  to  say  all  that  was  in  her  mind — 
suddenly  and  without  restraint — she  could 
not  have  acted  with  less  unreserve. 

*  Mrs.  Horbury,  I  think  the  very  worst/ 
Muriel  said. 

'  Oh,  Heaven  ;  my  sister — poor  Gertrude  ! 
You  think  so  ;  that  she  is  made  away  with  ! 
Murdered,  do  you  mean  V  Lavinia  Horbury 
almost  shrieked. 

*  I  believe  it  is  murder,'  answered  Muriel, 
with  quivering  lips  and  flashing  eyes. 

'  Oh  !  don't  say  that  !  For  the  love  of 
God,  don't  say  it  !' 

And  Mrs.  Horbury  rose  and  threw  her- 
self face  foremost  on  the  couch,  and  broke 
forth  into  passionate  sobs  and  wailings. 

Muriel  started  up  to  discover  that  there 
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was  a  third  person  in  the  room,  standing 
close  at  her  side,  in  evening  dress,  and  with 
a  face  as  white  as  his  tie.  It  was  Mr. 
James  Horbury,  alias  Gladwell,  of  Rossen- 
dale. 


CHAPTER  XXY. 

DIGNITY    OR    IMPUDENCE? 

At  what  time  James  Horbury  had  opened 
the  door  and  come  into  the  drawing-room — 
how  much  or  how  Httle  he  had  heard  of  the 
dialogue  between  his  wife  and  Muriel^ — 
Muriel  never  knew.  It  was  strange  that 
she  had  not  heard  his  footsteps,  but  she  had 
been  sitting  with  her  back  to  the  door,  and 
Mrs.  Horbury 's  last  plunge  into  excitement 
and  physical  prostration  had  absorbed  her 
attention  till  she  had  caught  sight  of  him. 
Then  it  was  a  very  pitiable  figure  which  she 
confronted,  his  face  aghast  with  consternation. 
VOL.  II.  24 


I30  THE  WOMAN  IN  THE  DARK 

*  What  are  you  talking  about,  you  two  V 
he  said,  in  a  thick,  choking  voice.  '  Murder  ! 
Who  do  you  think  is  murdered,  Miss 
Reeves  ?  Pray  let  me  know.  Murder  is 
always  an  interesting  subject.' 

The  words  were  cynical  enough,  but, 
croaked  forth  as  from  the  throat  of  a  raven, 
the  satire  was  scarcely  perceptible.  James 
Horbury  was  as  scared  as  his  wife,  and  he 
had  to  steady  himself  by  clutching  at  the 
back  of  a  chair  in  order  to  preserve  a 
dignified  attitude.  But  that  might  have 
been  from  the  effects  of  champagne  and  not 
from  consternation ;  he  might  have  dined 
unwisely,  as  he  was  in  the  habit  of  doing 
occasionally. 

Mrs.  Horbury  was  seated  upright  on  the 
sofa  again.  The  sound  of  her  husband's 
voice  had  brought  her  round  more  effec- 
tively   than   any  efforts  of  her   companion 
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could  have  done,  and  she  sat  reofardinof  the 
new-comer  with  streaming  eyes,  and  a  face 
that  twitched  and  quivered  with  emotion. 

*  Oh,  James,  I  am  so  glad  you  have  come 
home,'  she  whispered  ;  *  I  have  missed  you 
so  much  !     I  have  been  so  terribly  tried  !' 

'  By  Miss  Reeves  ?'  he  asked  sharply,  and 
with  more  firmness  in  his  voice. 

*  Yes.  But  it  is  not  her  fault — not 
altogether,  that  is,'  she  said  faintly.  '  I — I 
forget  whose  fault  it  is.  But  we  were 
talking  of  Gertrude — our  poor  Gertrude — 
and  Miss  Reeves  said  that — that  she  thouofht 
my  sister  had  been  murdered.' 

*  What  an  assertion  to  make  to  a  poor 
invalid  to  whom  perfect  freedom  from  ex- 
citement is  recommended  by  the  faculty,' 
cried  Horbury  ;  '  great  Heaven,  how  kind, 
how  considerate,  how  womanly  !' 

He  had  recovered  from  his  surprise,  his 
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terror,  and  was  dignified  and  scornful  now  ; 
his  voice  rang  out  imperatively  ;  his  eyes 
blazed  with  a  new  fury.  He  was  roused 
almost  to  frenzy  by  the  picture  of  his  wife's 
prostration  ;  his  virtuous  indignation  was  a 
fine  sight  to  witness  at  this  moment. 

'  James,  pray  be  calm,'  said  Mrs.  Hor- 
bury  ;  *  I  cannot  bear  a  scene.  I  do  not 
think  Miss  Reeves  is  to  blame  very  much. 
I  can  hardly  understand  how  we  came  to 
talk  of  murder,'  she  added,  with  a  perceptible 
shudder,  and  her  teeth  rattling  together. 

*  It  passes  comprehension,'  exclaimed  her 
husband,  throwing  up  his  hands  in  his 
complete  amazement.  '  It  is  beyond  me 
altogether.  If  this  be  the  duty  of  a  com- 
panion, Heaven  preserve  you,  Lavinia,  from 
such  companionship  as  this  ever  again  !' 

Muriel  Reeves  gathered  herself  together, 
and  looked  James  Horbury  in  the  face.     He 
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had  thrown  down  the  gauntlet  and  it  was 
war  between  them.  All  his  suavity  and 
forced  politeness,  his  smiles  and  bows,  his 
easy  air  of  patronage  and  familiarity,  were 
things  of  the  past.  He  had  another  char- 
acter to  assume  ;  he  had  chosen  his  time 
well,  he  thought,  and  here  was  an  excellent 
opportunity  to  quarrel  with  her.  At  first 
blush,  even,  one  could  imagine  that  he  was 
very  much  in  the  right.  All  his  friends 
would  say  that  he  was,  and  that  it  was  not 
an  excuse  to  get  Miss  Reeves  as  speedily  as 
possible  out  of  the  house.  Not  that  she 
wished  to  remain,  he  knew  ;  not  that  his 
wife  had  asked  her  to  stay  till  she  was 
stronger  ;  but  he  should  breathe  so  much 
more  comfortably  when  she  was  clear  of 
Rossendale.  This  Muriel  Reeves  was  highly 
dangerous,  and  he  was  afraid  of  her.  He 
should  know  no  peace  of  mind  till  she  was 
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gone.  There  was  an  inquiring  look  in  her 
clear  eyes  which  he  could  hardly  face,  let 
him  try  never  so  hard.  She  seemed  to  read 
him  like  a  book,  to  guess  all  that  was  in  his 
thoughts,  all  that  he  had  planned  and 
carried  out.  From  the  beginning  to  the 
end  of  her  stay  at  Great  Storn's  Head  she 
had  been  a  curse  upon  him.  If  she  were 
gone,  it  would  be  well.  If  she  were  dead, 
so  much  the  better. 

'  I  was  pressed  by  Mrs.  Horbury  for  my 
opinion  of  the  cause  of  Mrs.  Faremouth's 
absence,  sir.  I  had  no  wish  to  speak.  I 
am  sorry  that  I  have  done  so,  for  Mrs. 
Horbury's  sake.' 

'  It  is  too  late  for  an  apology,*  he  said 
sharply. 

'  I  am  not  apologizing  to  you,  sir,  scarcely 
to  Mrs.  Horbury,  who  has  forced  this  ques- 
tion upon  me,'  answered  Muriel. 
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*  Yes  ;  it  was  my  fault/  confessed  the 
weak  woman  ;  *  it  was  my  fault  chiefly. 
James,  I  hope  you  will  not  say  a  word 
more.* 

'  On  the  contrary,  I  have  a  great  many 
words  to  say.' 

*  When  I  ask  you  to  be  silent,'  she  said, 
reproachfully  ;  *  when  you  know  how  weak 
I  am,  how  sorely  tried  I  have  been  V 

*  I  am  very  sorry,  my  dear,  but  still,  I 
am  more  curious  than  sorry,'  he  said 
obstinately. 

*  James,  you  have  had  too  much  cham- 
pagne at  dinner,  or  you  would  never  talk 
like  that  to  me,'  said  his  wife. 

'  I  do  not  drink  to  excess.  I  know  what 
I  am  about,'  was  his  confident  reply. 

'  If  you  do,  you  will  not  seek  to  distress 
me  by  this  dreadful  subject,'  said  Lavinia 
Horbury. 
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*  I  would  seek  to  convince  you  of  the 
absurdity  of  Miss  Reeves's  theory,'  he 
answered.  ^  It  would  ease  your  mind  to 
know  how  cruel  and  unjust  an  assertion 
it  is.' 

'  I  assert  nothing,  Mr.  Horbury,  for  I 
know  nothing,'  said  Muriel. 

*  Then  why  do  you  say  that  Mrs.  Fare- 
mouth  has  been  murdered  ?' 

*  I  think  so,'  said  Muriel  very  firmly. 

*  Without  any  proof,  you  dare  to  think  so?' 
^  Yes.' 

*  Why  V 

*  It  is  not  easy  to  explain,'  Muriel  replied  ; 
*  and  before  Mrs.  Horbury  I  would  pefer 
not  to  say  another  word.' 

*  Lavinia,'  said  James  Horbury,  turning 
to  his  wife,  'would  you  mind  withdrawing 
to  your  room  ?  It  would  be  so  much  the 
better  for  you,  it  would  indeed,  my  dear.' 
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'  Very  well  ;  I  think  it  will,'  said  Mrs. 
Horbury  feebly  ;  ^  if  you  and  Miss  Reeves 
have  this  painful  subject  to  discuss,  if  you 
think  it  necessary,  absolutely  necessary,  it  is 
kind  of  both  of  you  to  spare  me.  Yes,  I 
will  go  to  my  room.' 

*  Let  me  see  you  upstairs,  Lavinia,'  he 
said  solicitously.  '  Pray  lean  upon  my 
arm.' 

*  No  ;  I  am  not  so  weak  as  that.  Do 
not  leave  me  long  to  myself,  James,  and 
pray  do  not  be  too  harsh  with  Miss  Keeves. 
She  means  all  for  the  best.  She  has  been 
very  kind  to  me  to-night,  and  so  communica- 
tive.     Good-night,  Miss  Reeves.' 

*  Good-night,  madam.' 

Lavinia  Horbury  walked  slowly  across 
the  room  as  if  reluctant  to  withdraw,  or 
doubtful  what  would  follow  her  withdrawal ; 
and  she  looked  almost  entreatingly  at  her 
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husband,  as  he  stood  with  his  fingers  clutch- 
ing the  handle  of  the  door  which  he  had 
opened  to  allow  of  her  egress. 

He  did  not  meet  her  gaze  ;  on  the  con- 
trary, avoided  it  scrupulously,  and  with  one 
more  furtive  glance  at  him,  she  went  away. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

ALTERCATION. 

Mr.  Horbury  closed  the  door,  hesitated  as 
if  the  idea  of  locking  it  had  occurred  to  him, 
and  then  sauntered  towards  Muriel  and  took 
a  seat  opposite  her. 

Muriel  Reeves  was  standing  with  one 
hand  upon  the  mantelpiece,  watching  care- 
fully his  movements.  Had  the  key  turned 
in  the  lock  she  would  have  runof  the  bell  for 
the  servants  ;  this  was  not  a  gentleman  to 
be  trusted  implicitly — rather  one  to  be 
trusted  not  at  all,  she  thought. 

'  Sit  down,  Miss  Reeves,  please.' 


I40  THE  WOMAN  IN  THE  DARK 

Muriel  would  have  preferred  to  stand,  but 
thus  adjured,  she  sat  down  in  the  chair  which 
she  had  quitted  to  go  to  the  support  of  Mrs. 
Horbury.  She  did  not  admire  the  position. 
She  was  not  prepared  for  a  scene  ;  she  was  a 
little  nervous,  although  far  from  dismayed. 
In  a  certain  way  she  felt  that  she  was  in 
the  wrong,  that  she  had  not  acted  judi- 
ciously, that  it  might  have  been  wiser  and 
kinder  to  have  held  her  peace  with  Mrs. 
Horbury  ;  but  it  was  as  if  she  had  been 
urged  to  the  avowal,  and  she  was  hardly 
sorry  for  it.  There  was  something  satis- 
factory in  having  spoken  out  at  Rossendale, 
where  people  did  not  say  what  they  thought, 
and  thought  ill  of  one  behind  their  smiles. 
And  if  all  this  expedited  her  departure  from 
Great  Storn's  Head  she  should  be  glad 
enough  presently. 

Mr.  Horbury  did  not  begin  his  reproaches 
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immediately  ;  he  appeared  to  be  studying 
his  attack,  preparing  his  vocabulary,  by  the 
way  his  lips  moved,  as  if  repeating  a  lesson 
to  himself  that  it  was  necessary  to  know  by 
heart  before  he  launched  forth.  He  was 
strange,  and  he  looked  strange,  and  Muriel 
was  not  quite  certain  that  it  was  safe  to  be 
alone  with  him. 

He  began  at  last,  but  his  imperative 
mood  had  departed  from  him,  and  he  was 
simply  grave  and  stern,  assuming  the  air  of 
a  man  who,  being  very  much  in  the  right, 
was  determined  to  make  the  most  of  the 
position. 

'You  think  my  sister-in-law  was  murdered?' 
he  said. 

'  Yes,'  was  the  laconic  answer. 

*  What  has  given  you  that  desperate  im- 
pression, and  why  have  you  thought  it 
necessary  to  shock  my  wife  by  a  statement 
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SO  cruel  and  so  rash  V  he  said.  '  You  may 
speak  freely.  I  will  not  be  harsher  than  I 
can  help,  I  will  remember  you  are  a  lady, 
and  that  I  am  a  gentleman.' 

*  I  do  not  know  that  you  have  a  right  to 
demand  an  explanation  from  me,  Mr.  Hor- 
bury,'  was  the  reply  ;  *  but  as  it  may  bring 
about  explanations  on  both  sides,  it  may  be 
as  well  to  tell  you  the  fears  which  I  have 
had.' 

'  And  which  you  have  certainly  com- 
municated to  Mrs.  Horbury.' 

*  Which  I  have  kept  back  until  to-night, 
fearing  that  I  might  be  wrong,  might  do 
harm,  might  bring  about  much  unhappiness 
by  a  chance  word  that  could  never  be  re- 
called,' continued  Muriel.  *  But  Mrs.  Hor- 
bury accused  me  of  having  a  suspicion  which 
she  had  already  formed  in  her  own  mind ' 

'  What  is  that  you  say  V  he  interrupted. 
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*  Which  she  had  already  formed  in  her 
own  mind,'  Muriel  repeated ;  *  that  her 
sister  had  been  made  away  with.  And  my 
answer  was  that  my  own  belief  was  hers/ 

James  Horbury  sat  back,  and  planted  his 
hands  upon  his  knees,  and  Muriel  saw  that 
his  hands  were  trembling,  despite  their 
rigidity  of  clutch. 

*  My  wife  did  not  speak  just  now  as  if  she 
had  had  such  a  suspicion.  She  charged  you 
with  it,  that  was  all.' 

*  I  am  aware  of  that.' 

'  You  did  not  accuse  her  before  me  of 
such  a  statement.' 

*  I  had  no  right  to  accuse  her.  I  did 
not  wish  to  prolong  a  painful  subject,  seeing 
how  deeply  it  had  affected  her  already,' 
answered  Muriel. 

*You  were  considerate  at  the  eleventh 
hour,'  he  said,  with  a  perceptible  sneer. 
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*  It  was  better  to  say  no  more.' 

'  I  have  not  heard  my  wife  express  any 
suspicion  of  a  crime/  he  went  on.  '  She 
has  attributed  the  departure  of  her  sister  to 
a  sudden  wish  to  leave  us,  to  an  offence 
which  she  might  have  taken  in  the  evening 
after  you  had  left  us,  and  when  a  little 
difference  arose.' 

^  I  was  not  aware  of  any  difference.* 

*  Mrs.  Horbury  did  not  tell  you  ?' 
'No.' 

'  But  for  my  wife  to  think  that  Mrs. 
Faremouth  had  not  left  us  of  her  own  free 
will  is  a  revelation  to  me,  or  an  attempt  at 
deception  which,  from  motives  of  your  own, 
I  am  unable  to  fathom.' 

*  What  motives  am  I  likely  to  have  V 

'  It  is  impossible  to  say,  but  candidly  I 
have  been  for  some  time  suspicious  of  you. 
Miss  Reeves.' 
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'  I  am  not  surprised/  said  Muriel. 
*  You    have    acted    very    strangely  ;  you 
were    in    secret    communication   with    Mrs. 
Faremouth  directly  after  your  arrival  here, 
ostensibly  as  a  stranger  to  us  all/  he  con- 
tinued.     '  Mr.  Faremouth,  whom  we  thouo^ht 
dead,  appears  at  the  same  time  as  yourself; 
he  comes  to  this  house  with  Mr.  Toope,  but 
only  as  Mr.   Toope's  friend  ;  he  meets  you 
on  the  parade  next  night  ;  he  is   brought 
back  by  you  at  a  late  hour,  with  a  demand 
to  see  his  wife.      And  I  have  thought — and 
have  not  been  alone  in  my  thought — that 
it  is  you  who  can  account  for  Mrs.  Fare- 
mouth's  disappearance,  and  that   only   you 
and  her  hot-headed  husband  can  solve  the 
mystery  when  you  are  disposed  to  be  merci- 
ful and  relieve  our  natural  anxiety.' 

^  It  is  a  stronof  indictment.      But  we  are 
endeavouring  to  solve  the  mystery — both  of 
VOL.  II.  25 
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lis/  answered  Muriel  quietly.  '  Mr.  Fare- 
mouth  rests  not  night  or  day/ 

'  Indefatigable  man/  was  the  scornful 
reply. 

'  And  it  is  fair  to  him  to  state  that  he 
does  not  believe  in  any  injury  to  his  wife. 
It  is  only  I  with  whom  the  suspicion  rests 
very  strongly  ;  that  will  not  go  away,  that 
will  be  ever  with  me  unless  the  truth  comes 
to  light.  The  ungenerous  thoughts  which 
you  have  of  me,  Mr.  Horbury,'  said  Muriel 
indignantly,  *  do  not  affect  me  much,  know- 
ing how  absurd  they  are,  and  how  singularly 
unreal  you  will  consider  them  to-morrow.  I 
may  have  ungenerous  thoughts  of  you,  but 
I  will  do  you  the  justice,  sir,  to  keep  them 
to  myself* 

Muriel  spoke  with  dignity,  and  he  eyed 
her  critically  and  half-admiringly,  despite  his 
intolerable  fear  of  her.      It  was  the  first  time 
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that  she  had  spoken  out  fully,  although  not 
the  first  that  had  assured  him  she  was  a 
young  woman  of  spnit  and  energy — one 
who  could  take  her  own  part  excellently 
well. 

If  Lavinia  had  been  only  like  her,  as  firm 
and  as  self-possessed,  and  as  good-looking, 
life  would  have  been  very  difierent  with  him. 
It  was  remarkable  that  such  ideas  should 
cross  him  in  the  midst  of  his  vituperations, 
but  they  did  in  a  wild,  purposeless  way  ;  had 
he  had  too  much  wine,  after  all  ?  was  it  pro- 
bable ? 

One  phrase  of  her  last  speech  stuck  to 
him,  even  perplexed  him.  His  thoughts  of 
her,  she  had  said,  were  *  singularly  unreal,' 
and  he  would  think  them  so  to-morrow. 
What  did  she  mean  by  that  ? 

Why  to-morrow  ?  What  was  that  woman 
about  to  assert  that  she  spoke  with  that  in- 
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sufferable  air  of  conviction  ?  Did  she  think 
that  he  was  not  perfectly  sober,  despite  his 
gravity  of  demeanour,  and  were  the  wiser 
reflections  to  follow  with  the  clearer  condi- 
tion of  his  faculties  ?  He  knew  that  his 
charges  were  unreal — that  they  were  utterly 
and  disgracefully  false — but  he  had  hoped  to 
crush  her  with  the  weight  of  them.  They 
had  been  massed  together  skilfully,  and  they 
should  have  fallen  upon  her  with  consider- 
able force  ;  but  they  seemed  to  rest  like 
snowflakes  upon  her.  She  did  not  attach 
any  importance  to  them,  and  all  his  eloquence 
— and  he  was  sure  that  he  had  been  eloquent 
and  forcible — had  failed  to  aftect  her.  He 
had  expected  indignation  and  trepidation  and 
entreaty  and  many  tears  ;  and  after  that  he 
might  have  taken  her  into  his  forgiving  arms 
and  pressed  a  chaste  kiss  upon  her  cheeks — 
he  should  have  liked  to  kiss  her,  he  thought 
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suddenly,  in  that  irrelevant  way  which  was 
distracting  him  a  little  to  account  for — and 
the  old  resolution  to  get  rid  of  her  at  any 
sacrifice,  by  any  scheme,  might  have  dis- 
solved itself  into  the  mists.  If  she  were 
friendly — if  she  were  only  friendly  or  affec- 
tionate, as  some  companions  of  his  wife  had 
been,  and  the  wife  never  a  bit  the  wiser — 
bless  Lavinia  for  her  sino^ular  obtuseness  ! — 
if  Muriel  Reeves  had  been  more  like  the 
ordinary  run  of  subordinate  women  whom  he 
had  known  !  But  she  was  not.  She  was 
'  one  too  many  for  him,'  he  owned  to  him- 
self; it  must  be  daggers  drawn  between 
them,  or  she  must  get  away  quickly  from 
his  life.  She  distressed  it,  cast  an  ugly 
black  shadow  upon  it,  cursed  it  with 
strange  doubts.  A  most  objectionable 
girl. 

He    answered   her    at    last,   and    in    the 
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haughty  manner  in  which  he  had  com- 
menced his  evening  lecture. 

'  I  can  see  no  further  object  in  prolonging 
the  discussion,'  he  said.  '  You  are  obstinate, 
contumelious,  and  have  no  apology  to  offer 
for  your  treatment  of  the  poor  invalid  whom 
I  left  in  your  charge.  You  assert  your  own 
convictions  and  despise  mine,  and  under  the 
circumstances,  I  think  it  would  be  better 
that  you  leave  Rossendale  to-morrow  morn- 
ing, Miss  Reeves.' 

'  I  shall  only  be  too  delighted  to  go,' 
replied  Muriel. 

*  Your  coming  here  has  been  a  complete 
failure.' 

*  It  has,  sir — it  has,  indeed,'  said  Muriel, 
in  so  joyful  a  tone  that  it  became  a  fresh 
surprise  to  Mr.  Horbury.  The  whole  night 
had  been  full  of  surprises,  for  that  matter, 
and  there  were  one  or  two  more  to  come  ! 
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She  had  risen  now,  and  Mr.  Horbury  had 
followed  her  example.  There  was  no  use 
in  continuing  a  conversation  with  a  young 
woman  so  obdurate  as  this.  Still,  he  was 
anxious  to  get  behind  the  mask,  to  find  out, 
if  possible,  what  was  lying  dormant,  or 
active,  in  the  recesses  of  her  mind. 

*  That  is  settled,  then,  and  there  is  no 
reason  why  we  should  not  part  the  best  of 
friends,  merely  acknowledging  that  incom- 
patibility of  temperament  has  not  led  to 
things  running  on  as  smoothly  at  Rossendale 
as  both  of  us  could  have  wished,'  he  said ; 
*  but  may  I  put  one  more  question  to  you 
before  we  say  good-night  V 

*  I  would  rather  not  have  further  question- 
ing to-night,'  said  Muriel  restlessly. 

*  Just  one,  Muriel  ?'  he  said  in  his  insinu- 
ating manner  again,  and  Muriel  sadly  longed 
to  slap  his  face. 
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She  remained  silent,  and  he  took  silence 
for  consent,  and  continued. 

*  I  would  be  glad  to  kno^Y — I  am  sure 
both  my  wife  and  I  would  be  extremely  glad 
to  know — what  has  given  you  the  dreadful 
impression  that  Gertrude  Faremouth  has 
been  made  away  with/ 

*  Do  not  ask  me.' 

*  Surely  we  have  a  right  to  know  V 

*  It  is  more  than  one  impression — one 
following  another  in  a  grim  procession,  one 
strengthening  the  other,  link  after  link,  in  a 
chain,'  she  said. 

'  What  do  you  think — what  can  you  pos- 
sibly think  V 

'  I  have  told  you  already  that  I  fear  Mrs. 
Faremouth  has  been  murdered.' 

*  There  exists  not  a  single  proof  of  such 
a  theory.  Where  could  she  have  been 
murdered  ?     When  ?     By  whom  V 
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*  On  the  hills — in  the  night-time — by  the 
man  who  was  with  her  !'  said  Muriel,  ad- 
vancing towards  him  and  looking  him  closely 
in  the  face. 


CHAPTER  XXYII. 

HOW    MURIEL    THOUGHT    IT    WAS    DONE. 

No,  not  a  man  of  extraordinary  nerve,  or 
fertility  of  resource,  was  this  James  Hor- 
bury.  Scarcely  a  born  villain,  but  having 
had  villainy  thrust  upon  him,  very  possibly 
a  man  who  under  extremely  favourable  cir- 
cumstances might  have  been  a  highly  re- 
spected member  of  society,  a  bank  director, 
or  a  brewer,  or  a  bishop.  He  had  been  in 
the  wrong  groove  from  the  first — a  groove 
on  the  downhill  line — and  he  had  descended 
to  Avernus  with  rapid  facility  ;  it  is  in  the 
nature   of  things  for   such  a  man   to  sink. 
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But  he  was  not  a  brave   individual  in  re- 
sources— not  even  '  a  cool  card.' 

Muriel's  new  manner  was  startling,  and 
his  careless  vein  fell  all  to  pieces  ;  he  was 
hypnotized  as  it  were  by  the  flashing  of  her 
eyes,  by  the  immobile  features  of  an  aveng- 
ing foe,  it  might  be  an  avenging  angel,  who 
had  sprung  up  in  that  drawing-room.  He 
had  always  been  afraid  of  her — in  doubt  of 
what  knowledge  of  him  and  his  ways  might 
be  lurking  behind  the  broad  white  forehead; 
and  she  had  from  first  to  last  been  an  un- 
known quantity,  a  friend  or  a  spy  set  to 
watch  him  and  all  his  belongings.  The 
colour  died  from  his  face  again,  and  was  re- 
placed by  an  ashen  gray ;  he  could  not 
stand  any  longer,  and  he  fell  back  into  an 
easy-chair  as  though  she  had  shot  him.  And 
there  he  lay  huddled  together  and  staring  at 
her,    open-mouthed.      He    had    never    been 
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great  at  self-command — he  had  always  de- 
tested surprises — he  required  time  to  make 
his  preparations,  to  think  what  he  should 
say  or  do,  then  he  could  hold  his  own  with 
most  men  ;  but  to  be  taken  off  his  guard,  to 
be  doubtful  of  what  might  be  the  next  move 
upon  the  board,  or  who  might  be  lurking 
round  the  corner,  was  upon  all  occasions  a 
distressing  ordeal. 

In  the  first  moments  of  his  consternation 
he  was  sure  that  everything  had  been  dis- 
covered, that  Muriel  Reeves  had  known  all 
for  some  time,  and  that  he  was  completely 
in  her  power.  What  a  fool  he  had  been — 
what  an  outrageous  and  incompetent  fool — 
to  give  himself  airs,  to  assume  the  stern, 
virtuous  taskmaster  before  the  woman  who 
knew  the  one  great  and  awful  secret  of  his 
life  !  What  was  to  become  of  him,  great 
God,  if  she  did  know  ! 
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If  she  really  did  know  !  That  was  his 
second  and  wiser  thought.  If  this  were 
only  '  a  try-on  ' — the  mere  guesswork  of  a 
sharp  woman  putting  this  and  that  together, 
and  jumping  to  conclusions,  as  women  will, 
just  to  see  the  eflfect  which  might  be  created 
by  a  lucky  guess !  Lucky — to  think  of 
calling  such  a  horrible  misadventure  '  lucky  '! 

He  sat  and  breathed  hard  ;  he  gave  a 
clutch  at  his  white  tie  and  tore  it  from  his 
neck  as  though  he  were  choking — it  felt 
uncommonly  like  a  halter  round  his  throat 
—  he  was  suffocating  and  could  not  speak  ; 
he  wanted  time  to  get  cool  and  come  round 
to  his  usual  self  If  she  would  only  give 
him  time  ! 

She  was  moving  to  the  door  now,  and  he 
was  powerless  to  arrest  her  by  a  word.  She 
must  not  go  away  like  that,  leaving  him  in 
a  suspense  that  was  worse  than  knowing  all 
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the  truth.  The  truth — whatever  it  was — 
must  be  brought  face  to  face  with  him,  so 
that  he  could  defy  her,  or  sink  down  upon 
his  knees  and  beg  her  to  spare  him  from  the 
awful  consequences  of  his  sin.  She  must 
not  steal  away  satisfied  that  she  had  struck 
him  down  by  her  serpent's  fangs,  convinced 
that  he  had  betrayed  himself  by  a  physical 
prostration  that  he  could  not  by  any  possi- 
bility disguise,  and  which  was  not  now  easy 
to  explain. 

He  put  out  a  shaking  hand,  as  if  in  en- 
treaty ;  he  should  be  better  and  stronger  in 
a  moment,  if  she  would  not  go  away. 

Muriel  stopped  and  looked  down  upon 
him  cowering  there,  as  at  some  strange 
animal. 

'  Well  V  she  said. 

'  One  moment,'  he  gasped  forth  at  last, 
and  speech,  having  come  to  his  rescue,  now 
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leapt  forth  like  a  torrent ;  '  do  not  leave 
me  ;  you  have  been  so  sudden,  so  awfully 
sudden,  and  I  am  not  myself  to-night. 
That's  all.  You  know  this  ;  you  took  ad- 
vantage of  me.  I  am  drunk,  by  God,  I 
am  !  and  you  know  it,  and  should  not  mind 
what  I  say.  Have  some  charitable  feeling 
towards  me  ;  some  mercy  !  I  feel  as  if  I 
am  going  to  die.' 

'  Shall  I  ask  Mrs.  Horbury  to  come  down 
to  you  ? 

'  Oh  no  ;  for  the  Lord's  sake  do  not  send 
that  helpless  creature  to  me  !  I  am  ill, 
really  ill ;  you  have  said  such  awful  things  ! 
I  never  thought  of  murder — never  dreamt 
of  it,'  he  said,  with  one  of  those  sudden 
rallies  which  w^ere  natural  to  him.  *  Why 
do  you  overwhelm  me  by  talking  in  this 
way,  as  though — as  though  you  had  seen  a 
crime  committed  ?     What  do  you  mean  by 
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"  on  the  hills — the  man  that  was  with  her 
— the  night-time  " — anything  ?  What  do 
you  mean  by  anything  you  say,  and  which 
is  all  so  incomprehensible  to  me  ?  Do  you 
think  I  did  it — I,  of  all  men  ?  Can  you 
have  the  wickedness  to  think  that  V 
'  I  do  not  say  so/ 

*  Do  you  think  so  ?  Can  you  possibly 
imagine  that ' 

*  God  forbid  that  I  should  judge  any 
man/ 

James  Horbury  breathed  more  freely. 
She  did  not  know,  or  she  would  have  the 
courage  to  tell  him  ;  it  was  all  guess-work, 
mere  supposition,  just  as  he  had  imagined 
from  the  first.  And  yet.  Heaven  help  him 
presently  and  in  his  dire  extremity — how 
close  it  was  to  the  truth  !  So  very  close 
that  a  chance  word  might  bring  about  the 
crisis  if  she  talked  like  that  to  other  men. 
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^  I  cannot  imagine  what  should  have  put 
such  a  morbid  notion  into  your  head,'  he 
said  feebly  ;  '  it  is  so  unjust.' 

'  It  is  always  before  me,  as  in  a  vision,' 
said  Muriel. 

Was  she  relentless  in  that  hour,  or  resent- 
ful ?  It  is  not  easy  to  say  what  was  in  the 
thoughts  of  Muriel  Reeves,  but  she  felt 
that  she  had  James  Horbury  at  a  disadvan- 
tage, and  that  if  he  were  the  murderer  of 
Gertrude  Faremouth  it  was  a  mistaken 
charity  to  spare  him.  Such  a  monster  was 
not  deserving  of  pity,  and  who  but  a  guilty 
man  would  have  betrayed  himself  in  this 
way,  and  shown  the  fear  that  was  at  the 
bottom  of  his  cowardly  heart  ?  She  would 
test  him  further — it  was  in  her  self-defence. 
Had  he  not  said  that  she  was  accountable 
for  his  sister-in-law's  disappearance,  and 
charged    her    with    being    in    league    with 
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Claude  Faremouth  to  spirit  her  away  ?  Why 
should  she  spare  a  man  who,  knowing  the 
truth,  would  cast  the  slur  and  shame  of  it 
upon  others  in  his  frantic  desire  to  save 
himself  ? 

'  Before  me  as  in  a  vision,'  she  continued 
slowly,  '  is  that  night  on  which  she  went 
away.  I  see  her  stealing  along  the  dark, 
deserted  streets,  in  company  with  him  who 
had  determined  on  her  life.  They  pass  to- 
gether from  the  town  and  ascend  the  great 
hills,  the  nearest  way  to  Llanwyssander, 
where  she  had  been  told  her  husband  lived, 
and  was  awaiting  her.  And  then  she  is 
heard  of  no  more  !' 

James  Horbury's  defence  was  beaten  out 
of  him  ;  he  had  no  more  to  say  ;  he  had  not 
the  courage  to  exchange  another  word  with 
this  malignant  woman.  He  must  have  time 
to  consider  the  position,  to  try  and  ascertain 
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what  was  the  safest  and  wisest  course  to 
pursue.  To-night  he  was  absolutely  power- 
less. 

His  look  towards  her  seemed  to  suggest 
that  he  was  conscious  of  his  defeat,  and 
would  be  glad  to  see  her  go  ;  and  Muriel 
left  him  without  another  word. 


CHAPTEK  XXYIII. 

ASKING    A    FAVOUR. 

When  Muriel  was  in  her  own  room  she  was 
conscious  of  the  tobacco-pouch  being  still 
in  the  recesses  of  her  pocket.  She  had 
taken  it  downstairs  with  the  intention  of 
restoring  it  to  James  Horbury,  but  James 
Horbury  was  not  present  at  the  dinner- 
table,  and  in  the  war  of  words  which  had 
followed  his  return  home,  Muriel  had  for- 
gotten to  allude  to  the  discovery.  Perhaps 
it  was  as  well ;  it  would  have  been  almost  to 
make  a  direct  charge  against  James  Hor- 
bury, and  the  pouch,  after   all,  might   have 
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been  dropped  upon  the  hills  on  a  later  occa- 
sion. Oliver  Toope  might  know  by  this 
time,  and  possibly — she  was  far  from  certain 
of  this — it  was  well  that  there  had  been  no 
further  conversation  between  her  and  the 
master  of  Rossendale. 

But  she  would  keep  the  tobacco-pouch  no 
longer  in  her  possession  ;  let  him  have  it, 
or  destroy  the  evidence  of  it,  if  he  chose,  to 
the  fact  that  here  was  another  proof  of  his 
presence  on  the  hills — a  proof  from  which  he 
had  been  spared  a  few  minutes  since.  If  he 
were  guilty,  let  such  a  villain  feel  that  his 
life  was  scarcely  safe  at  Great  Storn's  Head 
now.  She  went  out  upon  the  landing-place 
again,  stood  and  listened  for  a  minute  or 
two,  made  sure  that  he  was  moving  about 
the  house,  and  at  last  passing  from  the 
drawing-room  down  to  his  study  ;  then  she 
crept  softly  down,  laid  the   pouch    on  the 
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sheepskin  mat  outside  his  bedroom,  and 
hurried  back  to  her  room,  and  for  extra 
precaution's  sake  drew  her  box  across  the 
door  after  locking  herself  in. 

She  did  not  feel  so  strong  and  self- 
possessed  after  that ;  the  conflict  was  over, 
and  she  had  issued  from  it  victorious — 
with  drums  beating  and  colours  flying  meta- 
phorically— but  whether  she  had  acted 
wisely  she  could  not  determine.  She  might 
have  acted  even  rashly,  and  put  James 
Horbury  upon  his  guard ;  she  would  be 
scarcely  sorry  for  that.  She  did  not  desire 
to  place  the  rope  round  his  neck,  to  be  the 
means  of  tracking  him  to  justice.  She  had 
resented  his  accusations  against  her  by  a 
counter -charge  almost  definite  enough  to 
brand  him  ;  but  to  be  the  means  of  bringing 
him  to  the  scaffold  was  beyond  her  woman's 
wish.      She  did  not  know  why  there  was  a 
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certain  sense  of  pity  commingled  with  her 
loathing  of  him ;  and  supposing  that  he 
should  prove  to  be  the  murderer,  but  so  it 
was  at  times,  until  the  serious  nature  of  the 
deed,  its  cruelty  and  utter  selfishness,  set 
her  heart  aflame  with  wrath  once  more. 
There  was  a  deep  feeling  of  commiseration 
in  that  heart  even  for  Mrs.  Horbury,  who 
was  weak  and  ill  and  loved  the  man — and 
the  blow  might  fall  some  day  more  heavily 
upon  her  than  upon  all  the  rest.  For  the 
wife  the  blackness  of  niofht,  to  which  could 
follow  never  a  morning — the  fate  of  wives 
sometimes.  She  came  of  an  unhappy  race, 
she  had  said  once  despondently  to  Muriel 
Reeves,  and  Muriel  was  disposed  to  believe 
it. 

Muriel  rose  early,  and  began  packing  her 
box  ;  it  had  been  a  sudden  notice  to  quit, 
but    she    rejoiced   at    it    exceedingly.      She 
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should  be  glad  to  be  free  of  the  house  and 
its  belongings,  and  Mrs.  Horbury  would 
have  no  objection  to  see  her  depart  now 
that  the  storm  had  broken  forth,  and  there 
could  follow  no  more  peace.  But  Muriel 
was  wrong  in  her  surmise.  Before  break- 
fast Mrs.  Horbury  came  into  her  room.  She 
was  agitated  and  nervous,  as  she  was  gene- 
rally when  anything  unforeseen  turned  up  at 
Bossendale,  and  she  sat  down  by  the  window 
and  began  to  cry. 

'  You  know  what  I  have  come  for,  Miss 
Beeves,'  she  said,  when  she  had  recovered 
herself  somewhat. 

*  I  can  probably  guess,'  was  the  reply ; 
'  but  I  hope  you  will  not  begin  the  day, 
Mrs.  Horbury,  by  fresh  excitement — by 
new  and  imaginary  troubles.' 

'  You  are  going  away  to-day  ?  Mr. 
Horbury  tells  me  so.' 
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^  Mr.  Horbury  wishes  that  I  should,  and 
it  is  for  the  best — the  best  for  all  of  us 
now/  Muriel  added. 

*  But  you  don't  think  of  me — nobody 
thinks  of  me  !'  Mrs.  Horbury  cried,  wring- 
ing her  hands  ;   *  it  is  so  unkind  and  selfish  T 

^  It  is  for  the  best,'  Muriel  said  again,  not 
knowing  what  else  to  say. 

'  How  can  it  be  for  the  best  to  leave  me 
entirely  alone  here,  with  no  one  to  take 
your  place,  at  a  time  when  I  require  so 
much  comfort  and  support — when  I  have 
learned  to  like  you  as  I  have  liked  no  other 
woman  who  has  ever  come  to  me  before  V 
she  cried.  '  Do  stay  !  Oh,  pray  don't  run 
away  like  this  !' 

'  It  was  understood  that  I  should  leave 
you  in  a  few  days,  or  a  week  at  the  utmost.' 

'  Yes,  yes — I  said  so  ;  but  I  thought  that 
you  would  alter  your  mind  when  you  began 
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to  understand  me  and  fall  into  my  ways,  and 
that  we  should  be,  oh,  so  happy  by-and-by  T 

Muriel  did  not  see  where  the  happiness 
was  likely  to  come  in,  but  she  had  had 
enough  of  controversy.  If  she  had  learned 
to  like  Mrs.  Horbury  a  little,  despite  her 
faults  and  failings,  and  the  unsatisfactory 
way  she  had  of  suddenly  shifting  her  ground, 
as  she  had  done  last  night  after  Mr.  Hor- 
bury's  return,  still,  she  was  a  grave  responsi- 
bility, exacting,  irritable,  and  unjust.  There 
was  no  reason  why  she  should  stop — every 
reason  why  she  should  depart — and  she 
remained  firm  to  all  entreaties  and  promises 
and  tears.  Mr.  Horbury  had  told  her  to  go, 
and  she  would  take  him  at  his  word. 

'  But  Mr.  Horbury — if  you  will  persist 
in  calling  him  Horbury,  Muriel,'  the 
mistress  said,  with  tears  still  streaming  down 
her   cheeks,  '  is   going  away  to-day,  and  he 
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has   no   objection    to    your   remaining  with 
me.' 

*  No  objection !'  said  Muriel,  a  little 
warmly. 

'  Just  till  he  comes  back — if  you  only 
will/  she  entreated.  ^  He  has  a  few  days  to 
spend  in  town  on  important  business.  His 
solicitors  have  wired,  begging  him  to  come 
to  London,  and  if  you  leave  me  on  the  same 
day  I  shall  be  utterly  alone.  Oh,  I  shall 
not  know  what  to  do  ;  it  will  kill  me  !' 

Muriel  was  surprised. 

*  When  does  Mr.  Horbury  leave  Great 
Storn's  Head  f 

*  Directly  after  breakfast,  by  the  10.30 
express,'  she  replied.  ^  A  fly  is  coming  to 
take  him  to  the  station.  We  breakfast  half 
an  hour  earlier.      Did  I  tell  you  this  ?' 

'  No.' 

^  I  am  so  bewildered,  I  forget  everything. 
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And  you  will  stay,  dear/  she  urged,  ^  for  a 
day  or  two  longer,  until  I  am  accustomed  to 
the  thought  of  your  deserting  me — till  Mr. 
Horbury  comes  back,  or  the  day  before  he 
returns,  say.  Do  stay  till  then,  for  the 
sake  of  the  poor  friendless  mistress  left 
alone  here,  and  w^ho  knows  not  what  to  do 
— who  is  afraid,  so  terribly  afraid,  Muriel,' 
she  added,  with  a  strong  shudder  convulsing 
her  whole  frame,  '  that  something  is  about  to 
happen  that  will  wreck  more  lives  than  hers 
— something,  oh,  merciful  Heaven,  that  I 
cannot  stand  against,  and  must  sink  under 
to  my  doom  !' 

*  Doom,  madam  !  what  doom  is  there  to 
fear  V 

'  God  knows,  I  don't.  But  everything  is 
so  dark,  and  I  am  being  shut  in.  If  you 
are  an  earnest  Christian,  honest  woman, 
don't  desert  me  !' 
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Muriel  relented. 

'  If — if  Mr.  Horbury  is  called  away  to 
London,'  she  said,  *  and  must  leave  at  once, 
I  will  stay ' 

'  Till  he  returns,'  she  concluded  for  Muriel. 
'  Say  till  then  V 

'  I  will  stay  till  Saturday.' 

'  I  am  so  much  obliged — so  deeply  indebted 
to  you.  You  have  made  me  almost  happy,' 
cried  the  strange  woman. 

Then  she  kissed  Muriel  suddenly  and 
gratefully,  and  went  from  the  room  with  a 
rapidity  which  astonished  Muriel  consider- 
ably. 

When  Muriel  came  down  to  breakfast  she 
found  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Horbury  already  in  the 
dining-room — Mrs.  Horbury's  eyes  very  red 
with  the  weeping  of  the  previous  half-hour, 
Mr.  Horbury  polite,  smiling,  and  self-pos- 
sessed.     He    said   good-morning  to  Muriel, 
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and  half  rose  with  the  intention  of  shaking 
hands  with  her,  but  he  thought  better  of  it, 
and  sat  down  again.  Once  or  twice  he 
glanced  furtively  at  her,  but  he  did  not 
attempt  to  engage  in  any  conversation,  his 
whole  attention  being  devoted  to  his  wife, 
who  was  very  sad  indeed. 

'  I  cannot  bear  the  thought  of  your  leaving 
me,'  she  said  ;  '  you  are  so  seldom  away,  and 
you  are  all  that  is  left  to  me.' 

'  Business,  my  dear  Lavinia,  business,'  he 
replied.  'I  am  as  sorry  to  go  away  as  you 
are  to  part  with  me.' 

*  Bless  you,  James,  for  saying  that !' 
James   gave  a   perceptible   shiver    under 

the  blessing  bestowed  upon  him,  and  then, 
as  if  to  avoid  further  embarrassment,  he 
turned  quickly  to  Muriel. 

*  My  good  wife  tells  me  that  you  have 
consented  to  stay  with  her  till  my  return, 
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Miss  Reeves/  he  said.  '  That  is  kind  of 
you,  and  I  thank  you  very  much.' 

Muriel  incHned  her  head,  but  she  did  not 
answer  him. 

'  Had  I  not  been  suddenly  summoned 
away,  I  think  it  would  have  been  better  to 
keep  to  our  original  determination  to  part  at 
once/  he  said,  more  gravely  ;  '  for  we  do  not 
understand  each  other,  and,  I  deeply  regret 
to  add,  are  not  likely  to  do  so.  Misconcep- 
tions have  arisen,  strange  views  of  affairs 
have  been  taken,  remarkable  ideas  have  been 
expounded,  and  we  have  no  confidence  in  one 
another.  But  I  am  going  away,'  he  added 
hastily.  '  You  will  leave  Rossendale  before 
my  return,  and  you  will  allow  me  to  take 
this  opportunity  to  apologize  for  anything 
hard  or  uncharitable  I  may  have  said  last 
night  to  you,  when — I  blush  to  confess  it — 
I    was    not    quite   myself       I    trust,   Miss 
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Muriel,  that  you  will  accept  my  apology.  We 
shall  not  meet  again — let  us  part  friends.' 

Muriel  could  but  move  her  head  slowly 
towards  him  again.  She  could  not  trust 
herself  to  speak — she  did  not  know  what 
she  should  be  able  to  say  if  she  made  the 
attempt.  All  her  eloquence  had  deserted 
her,  and  she  was  half  inclined  to  wonder  at 
her  own  courage  and  her  own  hard  words 
of  the  preceding  evening.  Was  it  possible 
that  this  man  was  undeserving  of  her  terrible 
doubts  of  him,  and  had  she  been  too  prema- 
ture in  her  avowal  of  her  suspicion  ? 

He  held  his  hand  towards  her,  but  she 
shrank  away  from  it  despite  herself,  and 
there  was  a  frown  upon  his  face  for  an 
instant  at  the  repugnance  which  she  was 
unable  to  disguise.  But  time  was  precious 
to  him  ;  the  lawyers,  he  had  told  them,  were 
expecting  him  to  start  from  Wales  by  the 
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next  train,  and  the  fly  was  at  the  door  to 
convey  him  to  the  station. 

Mrs.  Horbury  drew  out  her  handkerchief 
again,  and  Muriel,  thinking  it  was  better  to 
leave  husband  and  wife  to  themselves,  de- 
parted hastily  from  the  room.  As  the  door 
closed,  the  invalid  wife  rose  and  put  her 
arms  affectionately  round  her  husband's  neck. 

*  Must  you  go,  James,  really  V  she  said,  as 
though  she  doubted  him  at  the  last  moment. 

'  My  dear  Lavinia,  it  is  absolutely  impera- 
tive that  I  should  go  ;  otherwise  I  should  be 
too  glad  to  remain,  God  knows,*  he  replied. 

*  And  you  will  be  home  by  Saturday  V 
'  Unless * 

*  You  promised  to  be  back  by  Saturday, 
James,'  she  exclaimed.  *  Don't  put  me  off, 
pray — don't  write  and  tell  me  you  are  going 
to  stay  away  any  longer.  I  hate  that — I 
can't  bear  that !' 

VOL.  II.  27 
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'  Well,  then,  Saturday  it  shall  be/ 
'  That  will  be  only  three  days,'  said  Mrs. 
Horbury — '  three  clear  days,  and  then  you 
will  be  on  your  way  to  Rossendale  again  V 
'  Only  three  days  !' 

He  drew  her  to  him,  kissed  her  passion- 
ately, and  then  turned  away  with  a  face 
strangely  convulsed.  There  were  tears  on 
his  cheeks  also,  but  he  did  not  wish  her  to  see 
them,  or  let  her  know  how  very  weak  he  was. 
How  strange  that  he  should  feel  hke  this  at 
the  last,  he  who  had  been  so  strong-minded 
and  masterful  all  the  days  of  his  life  ! 

*  For  three  days  only,  James,  and  then  I 
shall  see  you  again,'  she  repeated. 

'  Yes,  yes  ;  all  right.     God  bless  you  !' 
When  he  was  in  the  fly  she  called  out  to 
him  once  more  : 

^  Mind,  James,  only  for  three  days  !' 

He  nodded  and  smiled  back  at  her,  as  if 
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in  ratification  of  his  promise  ;  but  when  the 
fly  had  turned  the  bend  of  the  road  he  sank 
back  into  its  cushioned  depths  and  hid  him- 
self away,  covering  his  face  with  both  hands. 
'  Only  for  ever  !'  he  groaned. 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

A    CHECKMATE. 

Yes  ;  James  Horbury  had  made  up  his 
mind  to  leave  Great  Storn's  Head,  to  dis- 
appear from  Rossendale  as  completely  and 
mysteriously  as  his  sister-in-law  had  done — 
to  leave  home,  wife,  friends,  and  be  heard 
of  no  more.  It  was  a  hard  struggle  with 
him,  a  poor  result  of  all  his  scheming  and 
unscrupulousness,  but  there  was  no  other 
resource  left.  He  was  sure  that  Fate  was 
hemming  him  in,  and  that  his  one  chance  was 
to  be  beyond  reach  and  beyond  recall. 

Much  had  happened  since  last  night  even 
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which  was  not  yet  known  at  Rossendale,  and 
he  was  not  safe  for  a  single  instant.  One 
mistake  would  bring  about  another,  one  clue 
would  lead  to  another,  until  at  last  he  should 
stand  condemned  and  helpless  in  the  midst 
of  his  accusers,  with  that  woman  Muriel 
Reeves  pointing  at  him,  and  hissing  out,  ^  I 
told  you  so  !'  He  must  get  away.  There  was 
no  hiding  the  truth  for  very  long.  He  had 
been  told  that  he  was  on  the  hills  the  night 
on  which  Gertrude  Faremouth  had  disap- 
peared, and  no  one  could  have  guessed  that 
fact,  or  that  Gertrude  was  with  him.  Muriel 
must  have  followed  him  from  the  house  that 
night,  and  for  some  hidden  reason  had  pre- 
ferred to  torture  him  in  lieu  of  charging 
him  with  murder.  But  she  knew  all,  and 
he  could  not  trust  a  woman.  Every  hour 
would  be  full  of  suspense  and  horror  ;  and 
the  crisis  was  close  at   hand  when  Muriel 
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Reeves  would  be  compelled  to  come  forward 
in  spite  of  herself      Let  him  get  away  ! 

His  first  impulse  had  been  to  start  off 
without  a  word  ;  but  that  would  be  to  cast 
suspicion  on  him  before  the  time,  and  he 
only  wanted  time.  To  seek  his  solicitors  in 
town  was  a  ver}^  natural  proceeding  under 
any  circumstances  ;  it  left  a  loophole  for  his 
return,  should  Fate  not  be  too  inexorable  at 
the  last,  and  despite  his  own  dismal  fore- 
bodings of  the  worst ;  it  stopped  people 
crying  out  for  him,  searching  for  him, 
speculating  as  to  his  whereabouts  ;  it  showed 
that  he  made  no  secret  of  his  movements. 

Muriel  Reeves  did  not  betray  any  astonish- 
ment, offer  any  opposition  ;  her  plans  were 
not  framed  yet,  probably  there  were  others 
to  consult,  and  the  story  of  last  night's  alter- 
cation to  be  told,  to  be  advised  upon,  before 
the   irrevocable  blow.      His   departure   had 
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taken  her  off  her  guard  instead  of  arousing 
fresh  suspicions,  and  this  was  a  problem  not 
easy  to  be  solved.  He  gave  up  the  effort 
to  do  so  ;  he  did  not  know  what  was  to 
follow  next,  he  was  dazed. 

Here  was  a  mystery,  and  he  was  baffled 
by  it.  And  so  let  him  get  away,  he  said 
to  himself  again  ;  it  was  the  one  thing  left 
to  do. 

No  one  for  a  clear  day  would  guess  his 
intention,  he  thought,  and  at  the  end  of  that 
brief  period  he  should  be  on  his  way  to  a 
new  world  and  a  new  life,  well  provided 
with  money,  Mrs.  Faremouth's  money,  most 
of  it,  a  provision  being  left  behind  for  his 
wife,  whom  he  should  be  sorry  to  leave  in 
any  way  destitute.  He  had  planned  for 
her  future  as  well  as  he  could  ;  he  hoped  that 
was  all  right,  although  every  plan  of  his 
had  been  a  dismal  failure  from  first  to  last, 
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opening  with  a  fair  prospect  of  success,  and 
failing  miserably  in  the  end.  Poor  Lavinia  ! 
she  would  understand  how  necessary  it  was 
that  he  should  get  away,  and  she  would 
become  resigned  in  time  to  the  loss  of  him, 
that  is,  if  she  lived  lonof  enouo^h.  She 
would  forgive  him  all  his  trespasses  against 
her  ;  she  had  been  long  aware  of  the  neces- 
sity which  there  had  been  for  him  to  make 
use  of  Mrs.  Faremouth's  money  to  live, 
feeling  sure  that  Mrs.  Faremouth  could 
have  no  further  use  for  it  in  this  world,  and 
that  no  husband  would  ever  find  them,  and 
come  from  America  to  claim  it.  Lavinia 
was  a  sensible  woman,  and  would  under- 
stand how  he  had  been  driven  to  extremity 
by  Gertrude's  coming  once  more  into  the 
possession  of  her  faculties — a  direful,  dreadful 
extremity  which  he  wished  that  he  had 
not    adopted  ;  but    which   had   seemed    the 
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readiest  way  to  get  over  all  his  little 
troubles.  Lavinia  would  forgive  even  that  ; 
what  was  a  sister  s  life  in  comparison  with 
a  husband's  peace  of  mind  and  perfect 
security  ?  Had  he  not  plunged  so  wildly  to 
save  himself  he  would  have  been  arrested 
for  embezzlement,  imprisoned  and  disgraced. 
It  had  seemed  his  one  chance  ;  but  he 
wished  now  that  he  had  been  less  rash,  less 
bloody-minded,  more  of  the  ordinary  scamp 
pattern.  He  was  very  sorry.  He  was 
still  more  sorry  that  he  had  not  killed 
Muriel  Reeves  ;  there  had  been  a  chance 
even  of  that  ;  but  it  foolishly  had  not 
occurred  to  him  in  good  time.  That  would 
have  been  the  card  to  play  if  he  had  only 
thought  it  out  more  carefully.  There  would 
have  been  some  pleasure  and  satisfaction  in 
it,  and  with  his  fingers  round  her  white 
throat,  what  could  she  have  done  ? 
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Was  he  quite  sane,  that  he  should  have 
suddenly  begun  laughing  at  the  complica- 
tions which  would  have  followed  that 
manoeuvre  ?  The  stir  in  the  town,  the 
sensation  in  the  newspapers,  the  bewilder- 
ment in  the  countenance  of  the  big  bully  of 
a  fellow  whom  they  called  Oliver  Toope — 
all  this  made  him  laugh  as  at  a  contingency 
which  might  have  occurred,  and  which  was 
now  placed  out  of  his  power  by  his  own 
absurd  fastidiousness,  or  want  of  tact,  or 
want  of  thought.  Still,  the  possibilities  of 
what  might  have  been  made  him  laugh  as 
he  stepped  out  of  his  fly  into  the  railway- 
station. 

That  was  his  last  laugh,  the  very  last 
which  it  was  ever  his  lot  to  indulge  in. 
His  sense  of  humour  was  destined  to  wholly 
evaporate,  along  with  his  sense  of  security, 
which    had  given   him   the  opportunity   of 


A  CHECKMATE  187 

smiling  for  a  while  longer  as  he  jogged  along 
in  the  fly,  pondering  over  so  many  useless 
theories  of  his  own,  and  bemuddled  by  so 
many  speculations. 

At  the  door  of  the  fly,  opening  it  to  allow 
him  to  step  forth  into  the  open,  was  the 
identical  Oliver  Toope  of  whom  he  had  just 
been  thinking.  The  old  adage.  Talk  of 
the  devil,  and  here  he  was  at  his  elbow. 
That  devil  Toope  ! 

James  Horbury  was  astonished,  and  he 
changed  to  his  old  gray  colour  again  with 
marvellous  celerity.  His  nerves  were  com- 
pletely shattered,  he  thought,  as  he  sur- 
veyed the  stalwart  young  man  standing 
before  him,  very  red  in  the  face,  very  short 
of  breath,  and  very  fierce  of  aspect.  Oliver 
five  minutes  ago  had  caught  sight  of  the' 
fly  and  the  portmanteau  by  the  side  of  the 
driver,   and    of  Mr.    Horbury  deep   in   the 
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recesses  of  the  vehicle  ;  he  had  been  pro- 
ceeding at  a  great  pace  towards  Rossendale, 
impelled  by  startling  news  ;  but  the  sight 
of  the  equipage  had  changed  his  plan  of 
action.  A  new  thought,  a  new  suspicion, 
and  he  had  turned  and  given  chase  to  the 
fly,  keeping  it  well  in  view,  and  using  his 
long  legs  to  admirable  advantage,  and 
greatly  to  the  amusement  of  various  folk 
whom  he  had  rushed  by  en  route. 

It  was  a  dead  heat,  Oliver  Toope  and 
Mr.  Horbury's  fly  coming  in  together,  and 
here  Oliver  was  face  to  face  with  James 
Horbury,  the  very  man  whom  he  was 
anxious  to  see,  whom  he  was  going  to 
Rossendale  to  confront. 

'  What — what  is  it  now  V  said  James 
Horbury,  pushing  his  hat  to  the  back  of  his 
head,  and  staring  in  a  bewildered  manner  at 
Oliver. 
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'  You  are  leaving  the  town,  Mr.  Gladwell 
— I  should  say,  Horbury,'  panted  Oliver 
Toope.      *  You  must  not  do  that/ 

*  Must  not,'  cried  Horbury  ;  *  who  is  to 
stop  me  ?     Who  is  to  prevent  me  V 

*  Neither  to-day  nor  to-morrow  shall  you 
go  away  if  I  can  help  it.  After  that,  it  can 
be  further  considered.* 

*  I  don't  know  what  you  mean,'  said 
Horbury,  recovering  his  self-possession,  but 
still  with  his  grayness  of  features  strikingly 
apparent ;  *  I  have  not  a  minute  to  spare. 
I  am  telegraphed  to  come  to  London,  and 
if  you  attempt  to  stop  me  I  shall  summon 
assistance  and  have  you  locked  up.* 

*  You  are  aware  that  Claude  Faremouth 
was  arrested  early  this  morning  under 
suspicion  of  having  caused  the  death  of  his 
wife  V  thundered  Oliver. 

James  Horbury  hesitated  before  he  replied. 
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He  had  known  that  all  along  ;  that  was  one 
reason  for  his  getting  well  out  of  the  way. 
Last  night,  when  he  had  received  private 
information  that  this  was  going  to  happen, 
he  had  thought  that  it  was  an  excellent 
idea,  an  accident  telling  in  his  favour ;  now 
he  feared  that  it  would  not  only  be  an  utter 
failure,  but  bring  Muriel  Reeves  to  the 
rescue,  and  wholly  overwhelm  him.  He 
had  hoped  to  begin  his  journey  before  the 
town  was  full  of  the  news  and  to-morrow's 
examination  before  the  magistrate  took 
place — to  leave  the  fuss  and  the^bother  and 
the  horror  of  it  a  few  miles  behind  him. 

'Yes,  I  have  heard  of  that,'  he  said  at 
last,  in  reply  to  Oliver  Toope's  question. 

*  And  yet  you  are  leaving  Great  Storn's 
Head  V 

^  The  examination  before  the  magistrates 
will  not  take  place  to-day.      I — I  shall  be 
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back  to-morrow,'  he  stammered.  ^  I  have 
pressing  business  in  town,  and  cannot  be 
detained.' 

'  Claude  Faremouth  is  a  prisoner,'  said 
OHver  sternly. 

'  Serve  him  right.  He  knows  what  has 
become  of  his  wife.  He  has  been  following 
her  with  malicious  intent  for  the  last  five 
years.  I  can  prove  that,'  cried  James 
Horbury. 

'  You  must  stop  and  prove  it,  Mr.  Hor- 
bury,'  said  Oliver.  ^  You  cannot  run  away 
with  all  this  valuable  evidence  against  him. 
It  is  your  duty  to  remain.' 

*  I  shall  be  back  to-morrow.' 

'  Then  I  will  go  with  you  and  return 
with  you,  Mr.  Horbury.  For,  falsely 
accused  as  he  is,  in  the  interest  of  my 
friend  I  shall  not  lose  sight  of  you 
again.' 
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*  I  don't  understand  you,  I  tell  you  again/ 
he  said.      '  I  am  going  to  London.' 

'  So  am  I.' 

*  Just  as  you  please/  answered  Mr. 
Horbury,  marching  into  the  booking-office, 
whilst  a  railway  porter,  who  had  stood 
open-mouthed  listening  to  the  conversation, 
trotted  away  with  Mr.  Horbury 's  port- 
manteau. 

*  First  class  single — no,  I  mean  return,' 
corrected  Mr.  Horbury,  *  to  London,'  he 
called  to  the  clerk  through  the  aperture  in 
the  booking-office. 

'  First  class  return,  London,'  said  Oliver, 
also  putting  down  his  money  by  the  side  of 
his  companion  s. 

The  tickets  were  given  out,  the  money 
swept  into  the  till,  and  then  the  two  men 
were  on  the  platform  together.  The  station- 
master,  who  recognised  Mr.  Horbury,  and 
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touched  his  hat  to  him,  hastened  to  open 
the  door  of  a  first-class  carriage. 

'  Don't  let  this  man  travel  in  the  same 
compartment  with  me.  I  object  to  him — 
am  afraid  of  him/  said  Mr.  Horbury,  in  an 
agitated  voice.  *  See  to  that,  please,  will 
you  ?     He  threatens  me.' 

'  Certainly,  I  will  see  to  it,  sir.  This 
carriage,  young  man,  if  you  please,'  he  said 
to  Oliver  Toope,  who  kept  his  place  at  Mr. 
Horbury 's  side. 

*  Very  well,'  said  Oliver,  '  any  carriage  in 
the  same  train  will  do.  But,'  he  said,  in 
a  low  tone  to  James  Horbury,  ^  this  is  a 
useless  journey,  and  I  warn  you  it  is  against 
your  interest  to  make  it.' 

'Why?' 

'  They   will  wire  for   your   arrest   before 
you  reach  the  end  of  your  journey,'  Oliver 
replied,  '  and  I  shall  be  in  the  train  handy 
VOL.  n.  28 
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for  your  identification.  It  will  look  like 
flying  from  justice,  Mr.  Horbury.  And 
you  are  wanted  here  so  badly.' 

*  What  do  you  mean  ?     Wanted  where  V 

'  On  the  hills.' 

'  On  the  hills  !'  exclaimed  James  Hor- 
bury.     '  Did  you  say  on  the  hills  V 

'  The  body  of  a  woman  has  been  found  at 
the  bottom  of  the  old  Beloc  shaft  this 
morning,  and  we  think  that  it  is  Mrs. 
Faremouth's.      Come  and  see  !' 

James  Horbury 's  jaw  dropped,  his  gray 
colour  changed  to  a  lurid  puce,  and  he  drew 
back  his  foot  slowly,  reluctantly,  from  the 
step  of  the  train. 

^  I — I  am  not  going  to  London,'  he  said,  in 
a  husky  voice  to  the  station-master,  and  a  few 
seconds  afterwards  the  whistle  sounded,  and 
the  train  glided  from  the  platform,  bearing 
only  James  Horbury 's  portmanteau  to  town. 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

A    LAST    EFFORT. 

James  Horburt  and  Oliver  Toope  stood 
facing  each  other  on  the  platform  from  which 
the  10.30  express  had  glided  away.  The 
porters  bundled  off  with  their  empty  barrows ; 
the  caretaker  of  the  bookstall  breathed  more 
freely  after  the  run  upon  his  stock  of  pro- 
vincial dailies — the  London  dailies  not  turn- 
ing up  till  noonday  at  Great  Stom's  Head  ; 
the  empty  flies  and  hotel  omnibuses  rattled 
out  of  the  station  yard  ;  the  stationmaster, 
after  staring  at  the  two  men  left  behind,  and 
waiting  in  vain  for  an  explanation  of  their 
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eccentric  behaviour,  strutted  into  his  oflSce 
and  slammed  the  door  behind  him  ;  some 
pigeons,  which  had  been  disturbed  by  the 
recent  traffic,  came  from  the  open,  swirled 
round  and  round,  dipped  under  the  terminus 
again,  and  dropped  unconcernedly  on  the 
line  in  search  of  provender,  quite  convinced 
that  there  was  no  danger  to  life  and  limb 
now  that  the  London  express  had  steamed 
from  the  station. 

James  Horbury  felt  sick  and  ill,  and  would 
have  been  glad  to  lie  down,  but  he  felt  how 
necessary  it  was  to  preserve  some  appearance 
of  self-possession  at  this  crisis  of  his  miser- 
able life.  So  much  depended  upon  it,  and 
Oliver  Toope  appeared  to  know  so  much 
more  than  anybody  else.  Where  had  he 
acquired  his  information,  and  how  was  it 
that  it  had  not  found  its  way  to  the  town 
yet,  and  that  this  man  appeared  to  have  it 
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all  to  himself?  Was  it  a  hoax,  after  all,  to 
detain  him  at  Great  Storn  s  Head  ? — a  mere 
ruse,  so  that  he  should  not  start  for  London 
by  the  10.30  express?  Successful  as  it  had 
been,  cruel  deception  as  it  was,  he  should  be 
very,  very  glad  if  it  were  all  a  trick  played 
upon  him — ah,  so  intensely  grateful !  He 
glanced  up  at  Oliver  Toope's  firm,  grave 
face,  but  it  was  firmer  and  graver  than  ever 
It  was  all  true  !  It  was  found  out ;  and  he 
— God  help  him ! — was  found  out,  too,  unless 
the  little  world  around  him  and  in  which  he 
lived  would  believe  his  version  of  the  story, 
and  that  it  was  Claude  Faremouth  who,  in 
his  rage  and  jealousy  and  disappointment, 
had  killed  his  wife.  Why  should  not  that 
be  considered  the  truth  ? — it  was  far  more 
likely.  He,  Horbury,  had  had  the  oppor- 
tunity of  killing  his  wife's  sister  any  day 
within  the  last  ten  years,  and  instead  of  that 
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he  had  protected  and  cherished  her,  and 
constituted  his  horoe  her  home.  There  was 
not  a  human  being  who  knew  him  who 
would  not  put  that  to  his  credit.  He  had 
taken  every  care  of  Gertrude  Faremouth — he 
and  Lavinia  together.  The  servants  could 
testify  to  the  fact,  and  even  Muriel  Reeves. 
This  Claude  Faremouth  was  a  wanderer  on 
the  face  of  the  earth — a  Bohemian,  a  ne'er- 
do-well  ;  one  whose  word  nobody  would 
take  ;  a  man  who  had  been  searching  for  his 
wife,  and  vowing  vengeance  against  her 
probably  for  many  years,  and  to  elude  whom 
they  had  even  changed  their  name  to  Glad- 
well,  knowing  what  a  desperate  man  he  was. 
Yes,  it  was  a  far  more  rational  story  than 
that  he,  a  respectable  householder,  who  had 
been  known  in  the  town,  and  had  spent 
much  money  in  the  town  for  years,  should 
dream   of  taking  the  life  of  an  inoffensive 
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woman.  This  Oliver  Toope,  and  the  hate- 
ful girl  to  whom  he  was  engaged,  might 
think  the  worst  of  him  ;  even  be  awfully 
— damnably  —  close  to  the  truth  ;  but 
there  was  no  proof  against  him,  and  their 
words  would  go  for  nothing.  The  game 
was  not  played  out,  let  them  say  what 
they  pleased,  think  what  they  pleased. 
His  chances  were  better  than  Claude  Fare- 
mouth's. 

They  had  tried  to  frighten  him — they  had 
frightened  him.  He  owned  it,  for  he  was 
not  a  strong-minded  man.  It  was  a  question 
of  blackmail,  he  should  tell  the  world 
presently  ;  and  he  had  had  the  courage  to 
resist  it,  knowing  the  justice  of  his  cause, 
and  the  doubtful  character  of  the  man 
already  in  prison  under  suspicion  of  a  crime 
which  Faremouth's  friends  had  had  the 
heartlessness    to    endeavour   to    foist    upon 


20O  THE  WOMAN  IN  THE  DARK 

him.  As  if  anyone  at  Great  Storn's  Head 
would  believe  a  word  against  James  Hor- 
bury's  character. 

He  pulled  himself  together,  took  a  long 
breath,  and  said  to  the  big  man  confronting 
him  : 

*  You  will  understand,  Mr.  Toope,  that  I 
postpone  my  journey  entirely  at  your  request, 
and  to  oblige  you.' 

*  Oh !  thankee,'  said  Mr.  Toope,  with  care- 
less gratitude. 

*I  agree  with  you  that  it  is  wise  in 
every  way  that  I  should  remain ;  but  your 
manner  was  so  abrupt  and  discourteous 
that  you  made  me  angry.  I  am  better 
now.' 

*  I  am  glad  to  hear  it,'  said  Oliver.  '  We 
will  start,  then.' 

'  Start  ?     Where  V 
'  To  the  Beloc  Shaft.' 
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'  Yes,  certainly/  said  James  Horbury, 
almost  with  cheerful  alacrity  ;  but  his 
natural  colour,  which  had  been  slowly  re- 
turning to  his  face,  vanished  again.  ^  I  am 
more  likely  to  recognise  the  lady  than  anyone 
else/ 

'  Except  Mrs.  Horbury/ 

'  Yes ;  but  she  must  be  spared  all  the 
excitement  that  is  possible,'  he  answered 
quickly.  ^  She  is  very  ill.  You  know  that 
— Miss  Reeves  knows  that.' 

*  There  is  no  particular  hurry  ;  but  she 
will  have  to  see  the  body  of  this  poor 
woman — so  will  Miss  Reeves,  and  the 
servants  of  your  establishment.' 

*  Of  course,  presently.' 

*  At  their  own  convenience,'  said  Oliver  ; 
*  but  they  have  been  communicated  with  by 
this  time.' 

'  Already  ?' 
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'  I  was  coming  to  Rossendale  when  I 
caught  sight  of  your  fly ;  but  there  were 
others  following  me.' 

'  You  were  in  a  devilish  hurry/  said  Mr. 
Horbury  satirically. 

'  Yes ;  there  was  a  friend  of  mine  in 
trouble.' 

'  And  you — a  sensible  man — have  no 
suspicion  of  your  friend  V 

'  Not  in  the  least.     Because ' 

'  Yes,  yes.  Don't  tell  me  again,'  he  in- 
terrupted. '  You  have  been  unjust,  cruel, 
slanderous ;  but  I  shall  prove  you  in  the 
wrong.' 

Oliver  Toope  shook  his  head,  but  he  did 
not  repeat  his  charge  against  James  Hor- 
bury, and  James  Horbury  did  not  press  the 
question,  or  wish  to  hear  too  much  of  the 
nature  of  his  companion's  suspicions.  Silence 
was    indispensable,   and    he    would    not    be 
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taken  off  his  guard  again,  let  Toope  say  or 
do  what  he  pleased. 

*  I  am  very  glad  that  you  were  in  time 
to  stop  my  going  to  London/  he  ventured 
to  say,  however,  and  in  a  raised  voice,  so 
that  the  few  loiterers  in  the  station  might 
hear  him  make  his  declaration  with  great 
distinctness ;  *  it  is  so  important  that  I 
should  remain  here.  I  see  that  now,  Mr. 
Toope.' 

*  Yes,  I  thought  you  would,'  said  Oliver. 

'  Shall  we  take  a  carriage  as  far  as  Essen- 
way  ?  That  is  beyond  the  village,  and  the 
nearest  point  to  the  hills,'  said  Horbury. 

*  It  will  save  time,'  said  Oliver.  '  I  was 
going  to  suggest  it  myself.' 

'  And  the  money  for  the  tickets  to 
London — I  think  I  can  get  that  returned 
to  you,  and  without  any  of  the  usual  for- 
mality.'    He  spoke  as  if  he  would  like  to 
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confer  this  little  favour  on  Mr.  Toope,  but 
that  gentleman  shook  his  head. 

^  That  can  be  arranged  presently/  said 
Oliver.  '  I  would  rather  be  getting  on  to 
the  Beloc  Shaft,  now.' 

'  Very  well/  said  Mr.  Horbury,  wincing 
again. 

Outside  the  station  they  were  able  to 
secure  a  fly,  into  which  the  two  men  got, 
and  thus  the  journey  began — the  last 
journey ! 


CHAPTER  XXXI. 

AT    THE     BELOC    SHAFT. 

From  the  station  yard  to  the  road  which  led 
into  the  town  were  driven  OHver  Toope  and 
James  Horbury,  through  the  main  streets 
of  the  busy  town  to  the  country  road 
beyond,  which  led,  by  slow  ascents,  to  the 
small  village  of  Essenway,  and,  if  one  chose 
to  follow  its  deviations,  by  many  ups  and 
downs  into  the  heart  of  Wales.  At  the 
village  of  Essenway,  there  was  a  narrow 
footpath  at  the  back  of  a  cluster  of  white- 
w^ashed  cottages,  and  this  path  led  upwards 
over    the    hills,    by    various    cross-cuts,    to 
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Llanwyssander,  on  the  coast,  and  other 
villages  nestling  in  sleepy  dales  and  clefts, 
to  which  the  summer  tourist  seldom  strayed, 
and  where  English  was  an  unknown  tongue. 

There  was  a  stir  in  the  streets  that  morn- 
ing— an  unusual  air  of  excitement.  Knots 
of  people  at  all  the  street-corners  ;  boys  and 
girls  running  to  and  fro ;  flys  and  omnibuses, 
carts  and  carriages  full  of  visitors  and  towns- 
folk ;  whilst  the  four-in-hand  coaches  adver- 
tised for  numerous  pleasure  routes  were 
standing  empty  at  the  doors  of  the  hotels, 
there  being  metal  more  attractive  at  the 
Beloc  Shaft,  whither  all  who  could  afford 
the  tune  were  wending  their  way. 

The  parade  was  not  deserted,  but  the 
visitors  who  were  strong-minded  were  melt- 
ing away  by  degrees,  and  making  for  the 
common  centre  of  attraction. 

Oliver  Toope  no  longer  had  the  secret  to 
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himself ;  it  had  spread  itself  over  the  town 
like  a  blight,  infecting  and  affecting  every- 
body. Here  was  a  legitimate  sensation,  and 
nothing  extra  to  pay  for  it :  the  body  of  a 
murdered  woman  had  been  discovered  at  the 
bottom  of  the  Beloc  Shaft,  which  opened 
into  an  old,  played-out  copper  mine  that  had 
had  its  day  some  thirty  years  ago,  ruining 
the  last  proprietary  very  neatly. 

Great  Stom's  Head  was  roused  out  of  its 
calm,  business-like  existence ;  it  was  the 
first  cool,  systematic  murder  of  importance 
that  it  had  ever  had  to  boast  of,  and  it  was 
making  the  most  of  the  situation. 

James  Horbury  sat  back  in  the  open  fly 
and  looked  round  him  with  an  air  of  con- 
sternation. He  knew  Great  Storn's  Head 
as  well  as  any  man — the  characteristic  cool- 
ness and  stolidity  of  its  townsfolk,  the 
indolence,  and  at  times  the  fussiness  of  its 
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visitors  ;  but  he  had  seen  nothing  like  this 
scene  before,  and  it  bewildered  him.  It  even 
made  his  heart  sink  again,  but  he  would  not 
have  had  Mr.  Toope  suspect  that  for  all  the 
world  just  then. 

*  What  a  crowd  !'  he  muttered.  *  There 
must  be  a  circus  coming  into  the  town,  or  it 
is  fair-day  somewhere.' 

Toope  shook  his  head. 

*  They  have  heard  the  news,'  Oliver  said. 

'  I'll  not  believe  it,'  Horbury  answered 
irritably,  as  a  man  might  have  done  who  had 
been  contradicted  flatly  in  a  veracious  state- 
ment ;  '  a  woman  who  has  tumbled  down 
an  old  shaft  is  not  likely  to  create  this 
stir  and  confusion.' 

'  The  people  think  it  murder.' 

^  Crowds  always  think  the  worst,'  said  Mr. 
Horbury.  '  Mrs.  Faremouth  —  supposing 
that    this    is    Mrs.   Faremouth's  body  that 
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has  been  discovered — may  have  wandered 
over  the  hills,  lost  her  way,  and  fallen  down 
the  shaft.  It  could  not  be  the  first  accident 
of  the  kind  that  has  occurred  in  Wales  ; 
why  do  people  call  it  murder  V 

'  We  shall  soon  know.' 

'  A  pure  accident,  depend  upon  it,  Toope. 
I  believe  now  that  Claude  Faremouth  is 
entirely  innocent  of  the  charge  brought 
against  him,'  said  Mr.  Horbury. 

Oliver  Toope  was  a  trifle  surprised  at 
the  new  and  cool  manner  which  his  com- 
panion had  assumed,  and  his  dark  eyes 
seemed  to  grow  larger  and  blacker  as  he 
surveyed  James  Horbury.  But  he  was  not 
impressed — even  if  he  were  interested  in  this 
new  phase  of  character. 

'  I  have  considered  him  innocent  all  along,' 
said  Oliver  in  reply. 

'  It     has     been      more     convenient     to 

VOL.  ir.  29 
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suspect  me,'  James  Horbury  answered 
shortly. 

*  Yes  ;  it  has.' 

James  Horbury  did  not  speak  for  a  con- 
siderable time  after  this  ;  he  had  much 
matter  for  reflection  and  food  for  speculation, 
too.  What  was  known  ?  What  was  guessed 
at  ?  What  was  the  merest  idle  rumour  ? 
Hope  had  sprung  up  in  his  breast  again ;  he 
believed  he  should  come  off  scot-free.  Who 
was  to  prove  that  he  was  guilty  and  Claude 
Faremouth  innocent  ?  Who  was  to  prove 
anything — against  anybody — for  the  matter 
of  that  ?  What  an  ass  he  had  been  to  let 
his  fears  get  the  mastery  of  him,  and  en- 
deavour to  run  away  !  It  was  so  much  the 
better  policy  to  brave  it  out  now  that  he 
came  to  consider  the  position  seriously. 

Still,  the  crowd  surprised  him,  rendered 
him   irritable,    made    him    feel    very   dizzy. 
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The  people  were  tramping  along  the  high- 
road grave  as  judges,  men  and  women  and 
children,  whose  faces  he  had  never  seen 
before,  and  wondered  where  they  had  sprung 
from ;  others  who  knew  him  exchanged 
greetings  with  him,  or  touched  their  hats 
deferentially,  according  to  their  status ;  many 
appeared  to  admire  the  haste  which  he  was 
making  for  the  scene  of  action.  He  was 
the  first  to  make  sure — he  had  been  very 
fond  of  his  sister-in-law — it  was  a  sad  busi- 
ness, but  it  was  his  duty  to  be  present, 
people  thought. 

*  You  see,  nobody  has  your  wicked  sus- 
picions,' he  said  to  Oliver  Toope,  quite 
boastfully. 

'Nobody  knows  as  much  as  I  do,'  answered 
Oliver,  in  a  boastful  manner,  as  it  seemed 
to  James  Horbury,  who  clutched  him  by  the 
arm  at  once. 
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'  What  do  you  mean  by  that?  Haven't 
you  told  me — everything  V 

'  It  would  be  too  long  a  story/  said 
Toope. 

'  Ah  !  well,  it   does   not  matter,    Toope,* 
he    answered.       *  We    shall    see    the    body 
oon  enough.      I  don't  believe  myself  that 
Gertrude  Faremouth  is  dead  at  all.' 

Oliver  did  not  reply,  and  Horbury  ap- 
peared to  object  suddenly  to  his  companion's 
silence.  He  shook  him  roughly  by  the  arm 
this  time. 

*  Have  you  seen  the  body?'  he  asked 
eagerly. 

'  Yes.' 

^  Then ' 

He  came  to  a  full  stop.  There  was  some- 
thing in  Olver  Toope's  expression  that  he 
did  not  like.  It  were  well  not  to  ask  any 
more  questions. 
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'  You  are  an  early  riser/  he  said  irrele- 
vantly. '  There  is  nothing  like  early  rising 
in  the  country  to  keep  one  in  health/ 

Oliver  nodded  his  head  as  if  in  acqui- 
escence to  this  well-known  but  much  abused 
axiom,  and  Mr.  Horbury  screwed  himself 
round  in  his  seat,  and  almost  turned  his 
back  upon  Oliver.  And  in  this  way,  and 
in  a  kind  of  funeral  procession,  as  it  were, 
owing  to  the  number  of  people  on  the  road, 
they  reached  the  village  of  Essenway.  James 
Horbury  glanced  up  at  the  great  green  slope 
of  the  hill  rising  behind  the  cottages.  It 
was  dotted  with  innumerable  figures  all 
making  for  the  point  of  interest ;  even  the 
men  from  the  quarries  miles  away  had 
struck  work,  and  were  streaming  from  all 
the  points  of  the  compass  towards  the  Beloc 
Shaft.  Mr.  Horbury  gnashed  his  teeth 
and  inwardly  cursed  their  curiosity.      What 
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a  show  was  being  made  of  it  all — what  a 
fuss  over  one  dead  woman  ! 

'  Shall  I  wait  V  said  the  flyman,  as  Oliver 
and  Horbury  alighted,  and  Horbury,  who 
was  quick  to  pay  the  fare,  answered 
shai'ply  : 

'  No.' 

Then  the  two  men  began  to  ascend  the 
slope  together,  with  the  people  scattered 
far  and  wide.  When  they  had  gone  up  a 
fair  distance,  Jaiiies  Horbury  made  a  cross- 
cut away  from  the  general  body  of  people 
towards  an  extensive  gro^i^th  of  trees,  and 
fertile  woodland,  springing  out  of  the  side 
of  the  hills,  and  meandering  along  it — a  fair 
feature  in  the  landscape. 

'  This  way  V  said  Oliver. 

*  It  is  the  nearer  way  to  the  shaft.  We 
wind  on  under  the  oaks  and  larches,  and 
come  out  at  the  mouth  of  the  Beloc  Mine. 


AT  THE  BELOC  SHAFT  215 

This  used  to  be  a  favourite  walk  of  mine, 
Toope,  on  sunny  afternoons,  or  early  summer 
mornings,  when  times  were  easier  with  me/ 

He  spoke  mournfully,  and  Oliver  was 
touched  in  spite  of  himself,  and  the  same 
feeling  of  commiseration  which  Muriel  had 
had  for  this  man  yesternight  stole  over  him 
— ^he  knew  not  why.  Was  it  pity  for  a 
man  who  might  be  scarcely  accountable  for 
his  actions,  save  to  his  God  one  day,  and 
as  God  judges  the  actions  of  our  poor 
humanity  ?  The  two  men  did  not  speak 
again.  The  a'scent  became  steep  and 
rendered  conversation  difficult,  had  they 
had  any  wish  to  exchange  further  words 
together.  Presently  they  had  reached  the 
wood,  and  were  out  of  the  sunshine,  and 
under  rustling  green  leaves.  Here  James 
Horbury  resumed  the  conversation  suddenly. 

'Your  sweetheart,  Muriel,  used  to  meet 
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me  here/  he  said,  with  a  snarl  that  displayed 
all  his  white,  strong  teeth,  and  made  him  look 
very  cur-like  on  the  instant,  *  before  break- 
fast ;  when  Mrs.  Horbury  was  comfortably 
asleep,  she  would  come  up  here  to  meet  me.' 

'  That's  a  lie  !'  said  OHver  Toope. 

'  Ask  her.  She  will  not  deny  the  state- 
ment.' 

'  No,  Horbury,'  said  Oliver,  shaking  his 
head  ;  '  I  will  not  insult  her  by  so  foolish  a 
question,  jealous  fool  as  I  have  been  before 
now.      I  shall  not  ask  her.' 

*  Oh,  I  am  not  imputing  any  harm  to 
Miss  Reeves.  She  is  a  very  exemplary 
young  woman,  but  we  met  occasionally. 
Upon  my  soul  we  did,'  he  said. 

'  Have  you  nothing  more  serious  to  think 
of  than  this  V  asked  Oliver  sternly. 

*  There  is  nothing  of  a  serious  nature  that 
is  likely  to  affect  me  up  there,'  he  replied, 
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shrugging  his  shoulders.  '  I  am  sure  of  it. 
Nothing  to  do  with  me  or  Mrs.  Faremouth 
or  her  husband.  We  will  have  that  Claude 
out  of  gaol  to-morrow.  Mark  my  words  if 
we  do  not.' 

Oliver  Toope  did  not  want  to  mark  any 
more  words  of  this  extraordinary  and  malig- 
nant individual,  and  became  once  more 
silent. 

They  passed  on  under  the  trees,  a  few 
stragglers  preceding  and  following  them, 
knowing  the  way  as  well  as  James  Horbury, 
and  then  they  came  out  into  the  open,  and 
dipped  suddenly  again  into  a  basin-shaped 
hollow  of  the  hills,  where  was  the  old  disused 
entrance  to  the  Beloc  Mine,  and  where  a 
crowd  had  long  since  congregated.  There 
was  a  murmuring  of  voices  as  they  appeared. 
James  Horbury  w^as  too  well  known,  and 
known   also  to  be  too  deeply  interested  in 
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the  tragedy,  not  to  cause  a  sensation  by  his 
appearance  there.  He  looked  round  fur- 
tively, and  endeavoured  hard  to  read  what 
was  on  the  numerous  faces  turned  in  his 
direction,  and  to  wonder  if  amongst  them 
there  were  any  who  knew  all  the  truth  and 
would  proclaim  it  before  high  heaven,  and 
overwhelm  him.  But  there  were  all  kinds 
of  faces,  significant,  and  stern,  and  curious, 
and  idiotic,  and  they  bewildered  him. 

To  Oliver's  surprise,  he  passed  his  arm 
through  his,  and  leaned  upon  him  for 
support. 

'  If  you  don't  mind,  Mr.  Toope,'  lie  said 
appeal ingly.  *  I  am  not  strong,  and  this 
is  an  ordeal,  under  any  circumstances.  Is 
it  not  ?' 

'  It  is.' 

'  The  police  have  got  up  here,  too.  Here's 
Towson,  and   Griffiths,  and  Davis — limping 
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Davis.  Quite  right ;  it  keeps  the  crowd 
from  getting  unruly.  Let  us  get  to  the 
shaft/  he  said. 

Arm-in-arm  the  two  men  proceeded,  the 
crowd  making  way  for  them.  Suddenly  a 
woman's  shrill  voice  called  out  ^  James  T  in 
wild  entreaty,  and  James  Horbury  clung  to 
Toope's  arm  as  an  affrighted  child  might 
have  done. 

*  Lavinia  !'  he  said  ;  '  good  God  !  it  is 
Lavinia  !  How  did  she  get  up  here,  and 
she  so  weak  and  ill  V 

'  I  cannot  tell,'  said  Oliver,  who  had 
recognised.  Muriel  as  well  as  Mrs.  Horbury 
standing  side  by  side  on  a  mound,  beyond  a 
little  forest  of  wheels  and  chains  and  cranks 
all  rusty  from  disuse.  At  the  mouth  of  the 
shaft  one  wheel  was  spinning  round  as  if  in 
protest  against  the  inactivity  of  the  rest  of 
the  machinery,  and  here  was  a  big  crate-like 
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apparatus  swinging  over  the  mouth  of  the 
mine,  with  two  men  with  lighted  candles  in 
their  caps  standing  in  it. 

'  James  !  James  !'  Mrs.  Horbury  called 
again. 

'  Not  now/  James  Horbury  muttered. 
^  I  bade  her  good-bye  only  two  hours  or  so 
ago — good-bye  for  ever  it  was,  I  thought. 
And  it  is,  Toope,  I  dare  say.  Where — 
where  is  the  body  V 

'  At  the  bottom  of  the  shaft.  It  is  not 
to  be  brought  up  yet,  or  disturbed  in  any 
way,  the  police  say,'  said  a  man  just  by. 
*  There  are  a  dozen  or  so  men  down  there. 
We  cannot  make  out  either  who  took  away 
the  rails  and  fences  from  the  mouth  of 
Beloc  ;  for  that  was  a  long  job,  and  with 
them  no  one  could  have  fallen  through. 
They ' 

'  Don  t  jaw  about  what  is  not  your  busi- 
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ness,  man,'  said  Horbury  savagely.  '  Is 
the  cage  going  down  now  V 

'  Yes.' 

'  I  will  go,  too.  I  am  Mr.  Gladwell,  of 
Rossendale.  I — I  wish  to  see  if  the  woman 
killed  is  my  wife's  sister.  Why  the  deuce 
can't  you  let  me  go  down  ?' 

'  We  don't  want  to  stop  you,  sir,'  said  a 
policeman.  *  You  will  be  of  help  to  them 
down  there.  They  will  be  very  glad  to  see 
you.' 

*  Of  course.  Stand  aside,  good  people.  I 
am  Mr.  Gladwell.' 

He  had  turned  to  his  old  dead  gray 
again,  but  he  pushed  his  way  to  the  front, 
and  stepped  into  the  cage  with  a  jaunty  air. 
Oliver  Toope  quickly  followed  him.  TJien 
they  w^ent  down  together  into  the  darkness, 
as  into  the  jaws  of  hell. 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

NEMESIS. 

For  ever  afterwards  in  the  memory  of 
Oliver  Toope  there  Hngered  that  nightmare 
scene  at  the  bottom  of  the  Beloc  Mine,  to 
which  he  had  descended  in  the  darkness, 
and  out  of  the  sight  of  his  kind,  to  keep 
James  Horbury  company — to  make  sure, 
even,  that  James  Horbury  did  not  escape 
him,  and  leave  Claude  Faremouth  for  a 
victim. 

For  long,  long  afterwards,  in  many 
haunted  slumbers,  there  w^ould  come  to 
Oliver   the  swaying  cage — like    a   gigantic 
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crate — descending  slowly  into  the  bowels  of 
the  earth,  the  grim  miners  with  the  candles 
in  their  caps,  the  trembling  figure  of  James 
Horbury  between  them,  the  rough-hewn, 
jagged  marks  and  strata  of  the  sides  of  the 
shaft,  shored  up  by  planks  and  big  rusty 
bosses  of  iron  ;  the  rugged  floor  of  the 
mine,  which  opened  out  right  and  left  to 
the  various  declines  which  sank  deeper  and 
deeper  still,  and  down  which  trolleys  or 
trucks  used  to  rattle  in  the  old  days  before 
the  copper  '  pegged  out.'  They  were  dense, 
dark,  and  gaping  apertures,  of  innermost 
darkness  now,  leading  to  far-off  galleries, 
choked  up  by  fallen  rock  or  filled  wdth 
stagnant  water  which  it  was  no  one's  busi- 
ness to  pump  away. 

An  unsafe,  as  well  as  an  unprofitable 
mine,  experts  had  labelled  it  years  ago,  and 
blocked  the  entrance  to  the  shaft  by  various 
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cross-pieces  of  planking,  which  had  been 
stealthily  removed  by  degrees  in  the  early 
mornings  by  James  Horbury,  who  had 
known  first  of  the  dawning  sanity  of  Ger- 
trude Faremouth,  whom  he  had  defrauded 
of  her  money,  and  so  had  prepared  this  end 
for  her  and  her  evidence  together.  And 
there  she  was  !  There  was  all  that  was  left 
of  the  ill-fated  woman  in  that  awful  heap 
upon  the  ground  at  the  bottom  of  the  shaft 
down  which  the  victim  had  been  hurled  on 
the  night  she  went  away  from  Rossendale — 
the  first  night  in  which  she  had  learned  to 
trust  James  Horbury. 

The  bottom  of  the  shaft  widened  out  into 
a  kind  of  rocky  crypt,  and  there  was  room 
for  a  score  or  so  of  men,  who  stood  with 
lanterns  in  their  hands  or  candles  in  their 
caps  —  one  man  with  a  flaring  torch  was 
singularly  prominent — standing  round  the 
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ghastly,  fcBtid,  awful  evidence  of  murder. 
There  was  a  gentleman  upon  his  knees, 
apparently  booking  some  details  in  his  note- 
book very  carefully,  but  whether  for  the 
police  or  the  press,  or  both,  James  Horbury 
could  not  guess,  and  he  was  anxious  to 
know,  too. 

*  What  is  that  man  doing,  Toope  V  he 
asked,  in  a  husky  voice,  as  they  stood  at  the 
bottom  of  the  shaft,  and  the  empty  '  crate  ' 
swung  to  and  fro  like  a  pendulum,  before 
slowly  floating  up  towards  the  daylight 
again,  bearing  one  man  who  could  stand  it 
no  longer,  and  who  was  anxious  for  fresh  air, 
and  was  as  sick  as  a  dog. 

'  I  don't  know  what  he  is  doing,'  was 
Oliver's  answer. 

*  You  profess  not  to  know  anything,  but 
you  do,'  Horbury  said  sharply.  *  I  suppose 
this  is  a  trap.' 

VOL.  II.  30 
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'  They  asked  me  to  send  for  you  to  identify 
the  body.  Why  should  it  be  a  trap  V  OHver 
repHed. 

*  No — no  ;  certainly  not,  Toope.  But 
j^ou  said Gentlemen/  he  cried  sud- 
denly, in  a  sharp,  ringing  tone  that  was  new 
in  him,  and  which  strangely  roused  the 
echoes  of  the  mine,  '  don't  crowd  round  the 
body  like  that  !  How  is  it  possible  to  arrive 
at  any  right  conclusion  if  we  all  get  in  one 
another's  way  ?  Please  make  room  for  me. 
I  am  James  Gladwell,  of  Rossendale  ;  you 
all  know  me.  I  have  been  sent  for  lest  that 
— that  thing  there  ! — should  chance  to  be  a 
missing  sister  of  my  wife's.  Not  at  all  likely 
—  not  in  any  way  likely  —  but  for  the 
general  satisfaction,  please  allow  me  to  see 
if  there  is  anything  which  I  could  identify 
as  belonging  to  Mrs.  Gertrude  Faremouth.' 

It  was  a  long  speech  hurriedly  delivered. 
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with  one  word  rather  inclined  to  run  into 
and  trip  up  another.  There  was  no  confu- 
sion apparent  now,  but  a  new  dictatorial 
pomposity  which  he  was  not  given  to 
display. 

There  was  a  suppressed  murmur  from  the 
little  crowd,  and  it  rolled  along  in  muffled 
sounds  through  the  various  inlets  to  the 
mine,  and  sounded  like  thunder  in  the  dis- 
tance, the  mutterings  of  a  coming  storm. 

Quickly  there  was  a  passage  made  for 
James  Horbury  to  advance  to  the  front  ;  no 
one  wished  to  stand  in  his  way,  and  every- 
body was  already  anxious  for  the  truth.  At 
the  end  of  the  human  passage  was  the  heap  of 
bloody  clothes  upon  the  ground,  and  a  lock 
or  two  of  golden  hair,  and  two  thin  green 
hands,  one  of  which  held  something  in  its 
clutch.  And  that  was  not  to  be  disturbed 
— nothing  was  to  be  touched  till  the  photo- 
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grapher  had  arrived  from  Great  Storn's 
Head  with  his  camera  and  magnesium  light, 
and  done  his  best  to  give  a  faithful  present- 
ment of  the  poor  mortality  lying  crushed 
and  wrecked  there. 

James  Horbury  stared  before  him,  stopped 
suddenly,  and  then  backed  two  or  three 
paces  in  the  new  horror  which  had  seized 
upon  him. 

*  Where  is  Toope  V  he  asked,  looking 
wildly  round,  as  though  Oliver  Toope  had 
been  the  dearest  friend  of  his  life,  and  he 
could  not  proceed  further  without  his  assis- 
tance and  advice. 

*  What  is  it  that  you  want  with  me  V 
asked  Oliver. 

'  Come  with  me  !'  he  said  in  a  husky 
whisper.  *  I  am  afraid.  I  cannot  go  to  it 
alone !' 

He  put   his    hand  in  Oliver's  arm,   and 
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walked  painfully  along  with  him.  The 
people  he  passed  were  all  eyes,  he  was  sure 
they  were  all  eyes,  which  glared  ominously 
at  him.  Strange  faces,  too — not  the  face  of 
one  man  whom  he  had  ever  seen  before. 
Where  were  his  friends,  that  they  were 
afraid  to  stand  by  him  at  the  last ! 

James  Horbury  and  his  companion  went 
on  to  the  end,  and  then  there  was  another 
pause,  and  Horbury  took  off  his  hat,  removed 
his  hand  from  Oliver  s  arm,  and  passed  it 
across  his  forehead,  cold  with  a  death  sweat. 

'Where  is  Lavinia?'  he  asked  in  a  whisper. 
*  Why  does  she  keep  away  with  all  the  rest 
of  them  ?  I  should  have  liked  her  with  me 
— very — much  !' 

'Mr.  Gladwell,  is  there  anything  before 
you  by  which  you  can  identify  the  body  V 
asked  a  strange,  official  kind  of  voice  that 
jarred  upon  him. 
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*  No.  It  is  not  Gertrude  Faremouth — 
not  a  bit  like  the  woman  in  any  way/  he 
replied  to  this,  but  he  looked  straight  over 
the  heads  of  the  group,  and  not  at  all  at 
what  remained  of  his  victim.  He  could  not 
look  at  that ! 

'  You  are  certain  V 
^  Perfectly  certain.' 

*  Your  servants  say  that  this  is  Mrs.  Fare- 
mouth  without  a  doubt.' 

'  Wretched  liars  —  every   one    of  them,' 

was  the  uncomplimentary  response  to  this, 

and  very  emphatically  delivered. 

^  Will  you  look  more  closely,  please  V 

'  No — no — I'd   rather    not,'  said  James 

Horbury,   backing   once  more.      *  I    cannot 

look  again  !' 

*  Try,  please.' 

'Who  are  you,  with  all  your  questions, 
I  should  like  to  know,'  said  Horbury,  evin- 
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cing  more  excitement.  ^  I  tell  you  that 
this  is  not  Gertrude  Fare  mouth,  and  that 
my  wife  will  say  the  same.  It  is  not  a  bit 
like  her.' 

^  Send  for  Mrs.  Gladwell.  She  is  above  ; 
I  have  seen  her,'  said  another  voice. 

'  Oh,  for  God's  sake,  don't,'  he  screamed, 
'  she  is  so  weak  a  woman !  Give  her 
time.  She  cannot  come  down  here — not 
here  !' 

'  The  right  hand,  Mr.  Gladwell,  has  hold 
of  a  scarf  in  which  is  set  a  pin — a  gold  hand 
holding  a  large  pearl,  which  is  marked  and 
lined  like  a  globe — ha  !  don't  touch  it, 
sir  !' 

James  Horbury  had  dashed  forward  and 
stooped  low  to  make  sure  of  this,  but 
there  were  strong  hands  to  hold  him 
back. 

*  Someone   has   put   it  there  —  that's  — 
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that's  not  mine  !'  Horbury  cried  frantically. 
'  Some  scoundrel  has  put  it  there  because 
it*s  like — one  I  had — years  ago.' 

*  Your  housemaid,  Mary  Jones,  swears 
to  it.' 

'  My  wife — when  she  comes — will  tell 
you  a — a  very  diflferent  story,'  he  said,  back- 
ing completely  away  now  in  his  alarm  ;  *  let 
me  get  into  the  air — I  am  choking  down 
here.      I  am  indeed  !' 

He  had  got  to  the  back  again  and  was 
leaning  helplessly  against  the  side  of  the 
shaft — a  sorry  spectacle — his  eyes  half- 
closed,  his  jaw  dropped,  his  hands  clasped 
together  almost  in  prayer. 

The  cage  came  swinging  down  again,  and 
attention  for  a  moment  was  directed  to  the 
new-comers,  two  policemen  and  the  man 
with  the  camera,  singularly  prominent. 

James    Gladwell  was  safe   enough   down 
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there,  the  people  were  sure,  but  when  they 
looked  round  again  he  was  gone  ! 

There  was  only  his  hat  lying  crushed 
upon  the  floor,  and  he  had  stooped  and 
dashed  like  a  roadman  into  one  of  the  aper- 
tures leading  to  the  lower  depths  of  the 
mine.  One  man  endeavoured  to  follow  him, 
as  a  cry — like  that  of  a  wild  beast's — welled 
from  the  darkness  below,  but  he  came  back 
afirighted  and  tottering  like  an  old  man. 

'  He  has  gone  over  into  the  "  Black  Pit,"' 
he  said  ;  '  there's  a  big  drop  there — where  it 
gave  way  in  '87 — fifty  feet  or  more.' 

The  Black  Pit !  Yes — a  fitting  end  to  the 
career  of  James  Horbury. 

But  not  to  our  story,  which  lies  presently 
in  the  sunlight  that  has  stolen  to  the  lives 
of  our  characters  —  of  all  save  one  j)oor 
woman  who  sits  in  shadow-land,  and  whom 
Claude   Faremouth   tries  to  soothe  and   to 
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console,  for  his  lost  wife's  sake.  Yes,  there  ^ 
is  sunshine  beyond,  and  Muriel  Reeves  and  * 
Oliver  stand  therein,  hand  in  hand,  in  the 
brioiitness  and  radiance  of  a  new  life  before 
them,  with  the  pealing  of  their  wedding 
bells  making  the  air  thrill  with  joy  and 
vibrating  in  their  young,  strong  hearts. 


THE    END. 
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BEAUCHAMP  (S).— GRANTLEY  GRANGE.  Post  svo,  iiiust.  boards,  as. 
BEAUTIFUL  PICTURES  BY  BRITISH  ARTISTS :  A  Gathering  from 

the  Picture  Galleries,  engraved  on  Steel.     Imperial  4to,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  tjls. 

BECHSTEIN  (LUDWIG).— AS  PRETTY  AS  SEVEN,  and  other  German 

Stories.      With  Additional  Tales  by  the  Brothers  Grimm,  and  98  Illustrations  by 
RiOHTER.     Square  8vo.  cloth  extra,  <is.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  7s,  6d. 

BESANT  (WALTER),  NOVELS  BY. 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  38.  ttd.  each  ;  post  «vo.  illust.  bds.,  38.  each ;  cl.  limp,  Ss.  6d.  each. 
ALL  SORTS  AND  CONDITIONS  OF  MEN.  With  Illustrations  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
THE  CAPTAINS'   ROOM,  &c.     With  Frontispiece  by  E.  J.  Wheeler. 
ALL  FN  A  GARDEN  FAIR.    With  6  Illustrations  by  Harry  Furniss. 
DOROTHY  FORSTER.    With  Frontispiece  by  Charles  Green. 
UNOLE  JACK,  and  other  Stories.  |  CHILDREN  OF  GIBEON. 

THE  WORLD  WENT  VERY  WELL  THEN.  With  12  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier. 
HEITR  PAULUS:  His  Rise,  his  Greatness,  and  his  Fall. 

FOR  FAITH  AND  FREEDOM.     With  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier  and  F.  Waddv, 
TO  CALL  HER  MINE.  &c.    With  9  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier. 
THE  BELL  OF  ST.  PAUL'S. 

THE  -HOLY  ROSE,  &c.    With  Frontispiece  bv  F.  Barnard. 

ARMOREL  OF  LYONESSE:  A  Romance  of  To-day.  With  12  Illusts.  by  F.Barnard. 
ST.  KATHERINE'S  BY  THE  TOWER.     With  12  page  Illustrations  bv  C.  Green. 
VERBENA  CAMELLIA  STEPHAKOTIS,  &c.      |      THE  IVORY  GATE:  A  Novel 

THE   REBEL  QUEEN. 

BEYOND  THE  DREAMS  OF  AVARICE.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  68. 
IN  DEACON'S  ORDERS,  &c.     With  Frontispiece.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  63.      \;May. 
J'IFTY  YEARS  AGO.    With  144  t^iaies  and  Wooacuts.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  5». 
THE  EULOGY  OF  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.    With  Portrait.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  «». 
.LONDON.     With  125  Illustrations.     i\'ew  Edition.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  ttd. 
■blR  RICHARD  WHITTINGTON.     Frontispiece.     Crown  bvo,  art  linen,  Sh.  6d. 
GASPARD  DE  COLIGNY.     With  a  Portrait.     Crown  8vo,  art  linen,  3s.  tid. 
AS  WE  ARE  :  AS  WE  MAY  BE  :   Social  Essays.    Crown  8vo,  linen,  «».     [Shortly. 
THE  ART  OF  FICTION.     Demv8vo.  ^s. 

IB"ESANT  (WALTER)  AND  JAMES  RICE,   NOVELS  BY. 

Cr.  :<<  o.  rj.  ex..  lis.  t»d.  each  :  post  Svo.iilust.  bds.,  2s.  each;  cl.  limp,  a*.  Cd.  each. 
READY-MONEY  MORTIBOY.  BY  CELIA'S  ARBOUR. 


MY  J.iITTLE  GIRL. 
WITH  HARP  AND  CROWN. 
THIS  SON  OF  VULCAN. 
THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 
THE   MONKS  OF  THELEMA. 


THE  CHAPLAIN   OF  THE    FLEET. 
THE   SEAMY   SIDE. 
THE  CASE  OF   MR.  LUCRAFT,   &c. 
'TWAS   IN  TRAFALGAR'S  BAY,  &c. 
THE   TEN   YEARS'   TENANT,   &c. 


***  There  is  also  a  LIBRARY  EDITION  of  the  above  Twelve  Volumes,  handsomely 
FBet  in  new  tvpe  on  a  large  crown  8vo  page,  and  bound  in  cloth  extra,  iis.  each;  and 
ia-POPULAP-  EDITION  of  THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY,  medium  8vo,  6d.;  cloth,  Is. 
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BEERBOHM  (JULIUS).— WANDERINGS  IN  PATAGONIA ;   or,  Life 

ajiong  the  Ostrich  Hunters.     With  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  38.  6«t. 

BELLEW  (FRANK).— THE  ART  OF  AMUSING:  A  Collection  of  Grace- 
ful Arts,  Games.  Tricks,  Puzzles,  and  Charades.    300  Illusts.    Cr.  8vo.  cl.  ex..  4g.  Od. 

BENNETT    (W.   C,   LL.D.),    WORKS    BY.      Post  8vo,  doth  Ump.  as.  each. 
A  BALLAD  HISTORY  OF   ENGLAND.    [SONGS  FOR  SAILORS. 

BYvVICK  (THOMAS)  AND  HIS  PUPILS.     By  Austin  Dobson.    With 

95  Illustrations.     Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6«. 

BIERCE  (AMBROSE).— in  THE  MIDST  OF  LIFE  :  Tales  of  Soldiers 

and  Civilians.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  <>«.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ga. 

BILL  NYE'S  HISTORY  OF  THE  UNITED  STATES.    With  146  Illus- 

trations  by  F.  Opper.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od. 

BLACKBURN'S  (HENRY)  ART  HANDBOOKS. 

GROSYENOR  NOTES,  Vol.  III.,  1838-90. 

With  230  Illusts.     Demy  Svo,  cloth,  38.  6d. 


ACADEMY  NOTES,1875, 1877-86, 1383, 
1890,  1892-1895,  each  Is.  [May. 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  1873-79.  Complete 

in  One  Vol.,  with  &.o  Illusts.     Cloth,  68. 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  1880-84.  Complete 

in  One  Vol.,  with  700  Illusts.     Cloth,  6s. 

GROSYENOR  NOTES,  1877.    6d. 
GROSYENOR  NOTES,  separate  years, 

from  1878-1890,  each  Is. 

GROSYENOR  NOTES,  Vol.  I.,  1877-82. 

With  -^r^  lUiists.    Demy  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

GROSYENOR NOTES,Vol.  II.,  1883-87. 

With  300  Illusts.    Demy  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 


THE  NEW  GALLERY,  1888-1893.    With 

numerous  Illustrations,  each  Is.  [May. 

THE  NEW  GALLERY,  Vol.  I.,  1888-1892. 

With  250  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  cloth,  Gs. 

ENGLISH  PICTURES  at  the  NATIONAL 

GALLERY.     With  114  Illustrations.     Is. 

OLD    MASTERS    AT    THE    NATIONAL 

GALLERY.    With  12S  Illustrations.    Is.  6d. 
ILLUSTRATED    CATALOGUE   TO  THE 

NATIONAL  GALLEKY.    242  Illusts.,  d..  3s. 


THE  PARIS  SALON,  189J.     With  Facsimile  Sketches.    3s. 

BLIND  (MATHILDE),  Poems  by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

THE  ASCENT  OF  MAN. 

DRAMAS  IN  MINIATURE.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Ford  Madox  Brown. 
SONGS  AND  SONNETS.    Fcap.  Svo,  vellum  and  gold. 

BOURNE  (H.  R.  FOX),  WORKS  BY. 

ENGLISH  MERCHANTS :    Memoirs  in  Illustration  of  the  Progress  of  British  Com- 
merce.    With  numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6d. 
ENGLISH  NEWSPAPERS:  The  History  of  Tournalism.  Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cl.,  259. 
THE  OTHER  SIDE  OF  THE  EMIN  PASHA  RELIEF  EXPEDITION.    Cr.  Svo.Gs. 

BOWERS  (GEORGE).— LEAVES  FROM  A  HUNTING    JOURNAL. 

Oblong  folio,  half-bound,  21.<s. 

BOYLE  (FREDERICK),    WORKS  BY.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
CHRONICLES  OF  NO-MAN'S  LAND.    |      CAMP  NOTES.    |      SAYAGE  LIFE. 

BRAND  (JOHN).— OBSERVATIONS  ON  POPULAR  ANTIQUITIES ; 

chiefly  illustrating  the  Origin  of  our  Vulgar  Customs,  Ceremonies,  and  Suoerstitions. 
With  the  Additions  of  Sir  Henry  Ellis,  and  Illusts.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  t».  iiti. 

BREWER  (REV.   DR.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  READER'S  HANDBOOK  OF  ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,  AND 
STORIES.     Seventeenth  Thousand.     Crown  ^vo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  6cl. 

AUTHORS  AND  THEIR  WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES:  Being  the  Appendices  to 
"The  Reader's    Handbook."  separately  printed.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

A  DICTIONARY  OF   MIRACLES.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  Ts.  fid. 

BREWSTER  (SIR  DAVID),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo,  cl.  ex..  4s.  Cd.  each. 
MORE  WORLDS  THAN  ONE:  Creed  ot  Philosopher  and  Hope  of  Christian.  Plates. 
THE  MARTYRS  OF  SCIENCE:  Galileo.Tycho  Brake,  and  Kepler.  With  Portraits. 
LETTERS  ON  NATURAL  MAGIC.    With  nun-.-rous  Illustrations. 

BRILLAT-SAVARIN. -GASTRONOMY  AS  A  FINE  ART.  Translated 

by  R.  E.  Anderson,  M.A.     Post  Svo,  half-bound.  2». 

BURTON  (RICHARD  F.).— THE   B()OX    OF   THE  SWORD.     With 

uver  400  Illustrations.     Demy  4to,  cloth  extra,  .'{28. 

BURTON  CROBERT).— THE  ANATOMY  OF  MELANCHOLY.  With 

Translations  of  the  Quotations.     Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7».  Cfl. 

J4ELANCH0LY  ANATOMISED.   Abridgment  of  Burton's  Anat.    Post  Svo,  2b.  6d. 
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BRET  HARTE,  WORKS  BY.  ~~ 

BRET  HARTE'S  COLLECTED  WORKS.    Arranged  and   Revised  by  the  Author. 
LIBRARY  EDITION.    In  Eight  Volumes,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Os.  each. 
Vol.       I.  Complete  Poetical  and  Dramatic  Works.    With  Steel  Portrait. 
Vol.     II.  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp— Bohemian  Papers— American  Legends. 
Vol.    III.  Tales  of  the  Argonauts— Eastern  Sketches. 
Vol.     IV.  Gabriel  Conroy.    |    Vol.  V.  Stories— Condensed  Novels,  &c. 
Vol.    VI.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope. 

Vol.  VII.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope— II.  With  Portrait  by  John  Pettie,  R.A, 
Vol.VIII.  Tales  of  the  Pine  and  the  Cypress. 
THE  SELECT  WORKS  OF  BRET  HARTE,  in  Prose  and  Poetry.   With  Introductory 
Essay  by  J-  M.  Bellew.  Portrait  of  Author,  and  50  Illusts.  Cr.Svo,  cl.  ex.,  79.  <>d. 
BRET  HARTE'S  POETICAL  WORKS.  Hand-made  paper  &  buckram.  Cr.Svo,  48.6d. 
THE   QUEEN    OF    THE    PIRATE    ISLE.     With  28  original  Drawings  by  Katb 
Greenaway,  reproduced  in  Colours  by  Edmund  Evans.    Small  4to,  cloth,  58. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Ofl.  each  ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  2s.  each. 
A  WAIF  OF  THE  PLAINS.     With  60  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
A  WARD  OB  THE  GOLDEN  GATE.    With  59  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 

Cro\vn  8vo.  cloth  extra,  .'ts.  Od.  each. 
A  SAPPHO  OF  GREEN  SPRINGS,  &c.    With  Two  Illustrations  by  Hume  Nisbet. 
COLONEL    STARBOTTLE'S   CLIENT,  AND   SOME  OTHER   PEOPLE.    Frontisp. 
SUSY:  A  Novel.     With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette  by  J.  A.  Christie. 
SALLY  DOWS,  &c.    With  47  Illustrations  by  W.  D.  Almond,  &c. 
A  PROTEGEE  OF  JACK  HAMLIN'S.    With  26  Illustrations  by  W.  Small,  &c. 
THE  BELL-RINGER  OF  ANGEL'S,  &c.  39  Illusts.  by  Dudley  Hardy,  &c. 
CLARENSE  :  A  Story  of  the  War.    With  Illustrations.  [Shortly. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  'i%,  each. 
GABRIEL  CONROY.  I    THE  LUCK  OF  ROARING  CAMP,  &c. 

AN  HEIRESS  OF  RED  DOG,  &c.        |    CALIFORNIAN  STORIES. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each;  cloth  limp,  28.  6d.  each. 

FLIP.  I        MARUJA. I     A  PHYLLIS  OP  THE  SIERRAS. 

Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover.  Is.  each. 
SNOW-BOUND  AT  EAGLE'S.  |     JEFF  BRIGGS'S  LOVE  STORY. 


BRYDGES  THAROLD). -UNCLE  SAM  AT  HOME.    Post  8vo,  illus- 

trated  boards.  28.  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

BUCHANAN  (ROBERT),  WORKS  BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  «8.  each. 
SELECTED  POEMS  OF  ROBERT  BUCHANAN.  With  Frontispiece  by  T.  Dalziel. 
THE  EARTHQUAKE  ;  or,  Six  Days  and  a  Sabbath. 

THE  CITY  OF  DREAM  :  An  Epic  Poem.    With  Two  Illustrations  by  P.  Macnab. 
THE  WANDERING  JEW;  A  Christmas  Carol.    Second  Edition. 
THE  OUTCAST  :  A  Rhyme  for  the  Time.    With  15  Illustrations  by  Rudolf  Blind, 

Peter  Macnab,  and  Hume  Nisbet.    Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss. 
ROBERT  BUCHANAN'S  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    With  Steel-plate  Por- 
trait.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  78.  QA. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2*.  each. 


THE  SHADOW  OF  THE   SWORD. 
A  CHILD  OF  NATURE.   Frontispiece. 
GOD  AND  THE  MAN.    With  11  Illus- 

trations  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
THE  MARTYRDOM  OF  MADELINE. 

With  Frontispiece  by  A.  W.  Cooper. 


LOVE   ME   FOR  EVER.    Frontispiece. 
ANNAN  WATER.  |  FOXGLOVE  MANOR. 
THE   NEW  ABELARD. 
MATT  :  A  Story  of  a  Caravan.     Frontisp. 
THE  MASTER  OF  THE  MINE.    Front. 
THE  HEIR  OF  LINNE. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  <id.  each. 

WOMAN  AND  THE  MAN. '  |   RED  AND  WHITE  HEATHER. 

RACHEL  DENE.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  ttd.  {Sept. 

L^DY  KILPATRICK.     Crcwn  8vo.  cloth  extra,  6s.  IShortly. 

THE   CHARLATAN.      By  Robert  Buchanan  and  Henry  Murray.    Two  Vols., 
crown  8vo,  IPs,  net. 

TAINE    (T.   HALL),    NOVELS    BY.    Crown  Svo,  doth  extra,  38.  6d.  each: 

post  bvo.  illustrated  boards.  2:^.  eacn ;  cloth  limp,  28.  ttd.  each. 
SHADOW  OF  A  CRIME.    |    A  SON  OF  HAGAR.         |    THE  DEEMSTER. 

CAMERON  (COMMANDER  V.  LOVETT).— THE   CRUISE  OF  THE 

"BLACK  PRINCE"  PRIVAT E E R.    Post 8vo.  picture  boards,  28. 

CAMERON  (MRS.  H.  LOVETT),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  svo.iiiust.bds.,  2s. each. 

JULIET'S  GUARDIAN. I    DECEIVERS  EVER.     

CARUfLE  (JANE  V^ELSH),  LIFE  OF.     By  Mrs.  Alexander  Ireland. 
With  Portrait  ana  Facsimile  Letter.    Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7  s.  ttd. 
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CARLYLE  (THOMAS)  on  the  CHOICE  of  BOOKS.    Post  8vo,  is.  6d. 

COBRESPONDENCE  OF  THOMAS  CARLYLE  ANDR.  W.  EMERSON,  1834  to  1872. 
Edited  by  C.  E.  Norton.     With  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  34g. 

CHAPMAN'S  (GEORGE)  WORKS.— Vol.  L.  Plays.— Vol.  II..  Poems  and 

Minor  Translations,  with  Essay  by  A.  C.  Swinburne. — Vol.  III.,  Translations  of 
the  Iliad  and  Odyssey.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

CHAPPLE  (J.  MITCHELL).  — THE  MINOR  CHORD:   A  Story  of  a 

Prima  Donna.    Crown  8vo,  art  linen,  '.in,  6d. 

CHATTO  (W.  A.)  AND  J.  JACKSON.  —  A  TREATISE  ON  WOOt) 

EHGRAYING.    With  450  fine  Illustrations.     Large  4to.  half-leather,  28g. 

CHAUCER  FOR  CHILDREN  ;  A  Golden  Key.     By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis. 
With  8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts.     Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
CHAUCER  FOR  SCHOOLS.    By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  DemySvo.  cloth  limp.  3s.  6d. 

CHESS  BOOKS.  " 

THE  LAWS  AND   PRACTICE  OF   CHESS.    With  an  Analysis  of  the  Openings. 

By  Howard  Staunton.     Edited  by  R.  B.  Wormald.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 
THE  MINOR  TACTICS  OF  CHESS:  A  Treatise  on  the  Deployment  of  the  Forces. 
By  F.  K.  Young  and  E.  C.  Howell.     Long  fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6fl. 

CLARE  (A.).— FOR  THE  LOVE  OF  A  LASS.  Post  8vo,  2s.  ;  cl.,  2s.  6d^ 

CLIVE    (MRS.    ARCHER),    NOVELS    BY.     Post  8vo,  illust.  boards  3s.  each. 
PAUL  FERROLL. |      WHY  PAUL  FERROLL  KILLED  HIS  WIFE. 

CLODD  (EDWARD,  F.R.A.S.).-MYTHS  AND  DREAMS.  Cr.8vo.3s.6d. 
COBBAN  (J.  MACLAREN),  NOVELS  BY. 

THE  CURE  OF  SOULS.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  38. 

THE  RED  SULTAN.    Crown  Svo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d,  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.,  39. 

THE  BURDEN  OF  ISABEL.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Cd. 

COLEMAN    (JOHN). -PLAYERS   AND   PLAYWRIGHTS  I    HAVE 

KNOWN.    Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo.  cloth,  34s. 

COLERIDGE  (M.  E.)  -SEVEN  SLEEPERS  OF  EPHESUS.    Is.  6d. 
COLLINS  (C.  ALLSTON).-THE  BAR  SINISTER.    Post  8vo,  2s. 
COLLINS  (JOHN  CHURTON,  M.A.),  BOOKS  BY. 

ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  TENNYSON.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

JONATHAN  SWIFT  ;  A  Biographical  and  Critical  Study.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Sa. 

COLLINS  (MORTIMER  AND  FRANCES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  .3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
FROM  MIDNIGHT  TO  MIDNIGHT.      |      BLACKSMITH  AND  SCHOLAR. 
TRANSMIGRATION,     j      YOU  PLAY  ME  FALSE.      |     A  VILLAGE  COMEDY. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  3s.  each. 
SWEET  ANNE  PAGE.  |  FIGHT  WITH  FORTUNE.  |  SWEET  &  TWENTY.  |  FRANCES. 

COLLINS  (WILKIE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Cr.  Svo.  cl.  ex.,  38.  Od.  each  ;  post  Svo.  illust.  bds.,  3s.  each ;  cl.  limp,  3s.  6d.  each. 
ANTONINA.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
BASIL.     Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  J.  Mahoney. 
HIDE  AND  SEEK.    Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. .  and  J.  Mahoney. 
AFTER  DARK.     Illustrations  by  A.  B.  Houghton.  |    THE  TWO  DESTINIES. 
THE   DEAD   SECRET.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
QUEEN   OF  HEARTS.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
THE  WOMAN  IN  WHITE.   With  Illusts.  by  Sir  J.  Gilbert,  R. A.,  and  F.  A.  Fraser. 
NO  NAME.    With  Illustrations  by  Sir  J.  E.  Millais,  R.A.,  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 
MY   MISCELLANIES.     With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins. 
ARMADALE.    With  Illustrations  by  G.  H.  Thomas. 

THE   MOONSTONE.    With  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  MAURiERand  F.  A.  Fraser. 
MAN  AND  WIFE.     With  Illustrations  by  William  Small. 
POOR  MISS  FINCH.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  Edward  Hughes. 
MISS  OR   MRS.?    With  Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Henry  Woods,  A. R.A. 
THE  NEW  MAGDALEN.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  C.  S.  Reinhardt. 
THE  FROZEN  DEEP.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney, 
THE  LAW  AND  THE  LADY.    Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Sydney  Hall. 
THE  HAUNTED  HOTEL.    Illustrated  bv  Arthur  Hopkins. 
THE   FALLEN   LEAVES.    I    HEART  AND  SCIENCE.  I  THE  EYIL  GENIUS. 
JEZEBEL'S  DAUGHTER.        "I   SAY  NO."  LITTLE  NOVELS. 

THE   BLACK  ROBE.  |    A  ROGUE'S  LIFE.  |  THE  LEGACY  OF  CAIN. 

BLIND  LOVE.      With  Preface  by  Walter  Besant,  and  Illusts.  by  A,  Forestier. 
THE  WOMAN  IH  WHITE.    Popular  Editioq.    Medium  Svo,,  6d. ;  cloth  la. 


CHATTO    &   WINDUS,    PUBLISHERS,    PICCADILLY. 


COLMAN'S  (GEORGE)  HUMOROUS  WORKS: ''Broad  Grins"  "My 

Nightgown  and  Slippers."  &c.    With  Life  and  Frontis.    Cr.  8vo.  cl.  extra.  7n.  6d. 

COLQUHOUN  (M.  J.).-EVERY  INCH  A  SOLDIER:  A  Novel.    Post 

Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ^is. ^ 

CONVALESCENT  COOKERY:  A  Family  Handbook.    By  Catherine 

Ryan.     Crown  Svo,  Is.;  cloth  limp.  1».  6d. 

CONWAY  (MONCURE  D.),   WORKS  BY..        ITTT^       TT^ 

DEMONOLOGY  AND  DEVIL-LORE.    65  Illustrations.  Two  Vols.  8vo.  clotb,  3S». 
GEORGE  WASHINGTON'S  RULES  OF  CIVILITY.   Fcap.  Svo,  Jap.  vellum,  3s.  6d. 

COOK  (DUTTON),  NOVELS  bY.  ~~~  ~~I      ^     ^  ^ 

PAUL  FOSTER'S  DAUGHTER.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  3».  6d.;  post  Svo. illust.  boards, 2s. 
LEO.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  2s.  __^ 

COOPER  (EDWARD  H.)-GEOFFORXHAMILTON.     Cr.  Svo,  3s.  6d. 
COmWALL:=POPULAR   ROMANCES   OlTHE  WEST  OF  ENG- 

LAND  •    or    The  Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions  of  Old  Cornwall.    Collected 
bv  Robert  Hunt.  F.R.S.  Two  Steel-plates  by  Geo.Cruikshank.  Cr.8vo.cl.,7s.  «d. 

COTES  (V.  CECIL).— TWO  GIRLS  ON  A  BARGE.    With  44  Illustra- 
tions by  F.  H.  Town  SEND.    Post  Svo.  cloth,  2«i.  «d. 

CRADDOCK  (C.  EGBERT),  STORIES  BY^  ~ 

PROPHET  OF  THE  GREAT  SMOKY  MOUBTAINS.  Post  Svo, illustrated  boards,  2*. 
HIS  VANISHED  STAR.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  Ss.  «d. 

ROMANCES  of  the'oLD  SERAGLIO*.  28  Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Wood.  Cr.  8vo,cl..3».  6d. 
THE  NAZARENES:    A  Drama.     Crown  Svo.  Is.  

CRIM  (MATT.).— ADVENTURES  OF  A  FAIR  REBEL.     Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  with  a  Frontispiece.  3s.  ttd.  ;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

CROKER  (MRS.  B.  M.),    NOVELS  BY.      Crown    Svo,   doth    extra,   3«.  6d. 
each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each  ;  cloth  l>mp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
PRETTY  MISS  NEVILLE.  DIANA  BARRINGTON. 

A  BIRD  OF  PASSAGE.  PROPER  PRIDE. 

A  FAMILY  LIKENESS.      I      "TO  LET." 

MR.  JERYIS.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  15».  net. 

VILLAGE  TALES  AND  JUNGLE  TRAGEDIES.    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

CRUIKSHANK'S    COMIC    ALMANACK.     Complete  in  Two  Series: 

The  First  from  1835  to  1843;  the  Second  from  1844  to  1S53.  A  Gathering  of 
the  Best  Humour  of  Thackeray,  Hood,  Mayhew,  Albert  Smith,  A'Beckett, 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  numerous  Steel  Engravings  and  Woodcuts  by  Cruik- 
shank    Hine,  Landells.  &c.     Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  7:  6d.  each. 

THE  LIFE   OF    GEORGE    CRUIKSHANK.      By    Blanchard   Jerrold.    With  84 

Illustrations  and  a  Bibliography.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  6s. 

CUMMING  (C.  F.  GORDON),  WORKS  BY.      Demy  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  Ss.  6d.  each. 

IN  THE  HEBRIDES.     With  Autotype  Facsimile  and  23  Illustrations. 

IN  THE   HIMALAYAS  AND  ON  THE  INDIAN  PLAINS.     With  42  lUustrations. 

TWO   HAPPY  YEARS  IN   CEYLON.    With  28  Illustrations. 

VIA  CORNWALL  TO  EGYPT.     With  Photogravure  Frontis.    Demy  Svo.  cl.,  Ts.  6d. 

CUSSANS  (JOHN  E.).— A  HANDBOOK  OF  HERALDRY ;    with  In- 

structions  for  Tracing  Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient  MSS.,  &c.  ;   408  Woodcuts 
and  2  Coloured  Plates.     Fourth  edition,  revised,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Cs. 

CYPLES(W.)— HEARTS  of  GOLD.  Cr.8vo,cl.,3s.6d.;  post8vo,bds.,2s. 
RANIEL  (GEORGE).— MERRIE  ENG.LAND  IN  THE  OLDEN  TIME. 

^     With  Illustrations  by  Robert  Cruikshank.     Crowa  ^vo.  clotn  extra.  3s.  6d. 

DAUDET   (ALPHONSE).— THE  EVANGELIST;    or,  Port  Salvation. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s. 

DAVIDSON  (HUGH   COLEMAN).— MR.    SADLER'S    DAUGHTERS. 

With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  Wood.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  <>d. 

DXVTES  (DR.  N.  E.  YORKE-),  WORKS  BY.  Cr.  Svo.ls.ea.-,  cl.,  is.  ©d.ea. 
ONE   THOUSAND  MEDICAL  MAXIMS  AND   SURGICAL  HINTS. 
NURSERY   HINTS:   A  Mother's  Guide  in  Health  and  Disease. 
FOODS  FOR  THE  FAT:    A  Treatise  on  Corpulency,  and  a  Dietary  for  its  Cure. 
AIDS  TO  LONG  LIFE.    Crown  Svo,  28. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 


CHAtt6  ^    WINDU3,     PUBLISHERS,    PICCADILLY. 


DAVIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.      Collected 

and  Edited,  with  Memorial- Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D. 
Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  boards,  Itis. 

DAWSON  (ERASMUS,  M.B.).-THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  YOUTH.  Cro^vn 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  '.im.  6cJ.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  'Js. 

DE  GUERIN  (MAURICE),  THE   JOURNAL   OF.      Edited  by  G.  S. 

Trebutien.    With  a  Memoir  by  Sainte-Beuve.    Translated  from  the  20th  French 
Edition  by  Jessie  P.  Frothingham.     Fcap.  8vo,  half-bound,  2w.  <>«>, 

DE  MAISTRE  (XAVIER).-A  JOURNEY  ROUND  MY  ROOM.    Trans- 

lated  by  Hehry  Attwell.     Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  '2s.  Od. 

DE  MILLE  (JAMES).-A  CASTLE  IN  SPAIN.     With  a  Frontispiece. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  .3s.  Gtl.;  post  svo,  illustrated  boards,  ijn. 

DERBY  (THE).-THE  BLUE  RIBBON  OF  THE  TURF.     With  Brief 

Accounts  of  The  Oaks.     By  Louis  Henry  Curzon.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  limp,  tin.  6d. 

DERWENT  (LEITH),  NOVELS  BY.  Cr.8vo,cl..  Ss.ed.  ea.;  post  8vo.bds..28.ea. 
OUR  LADY  OF  TEARS. |    CIRCE'S  LOVERS. 

DEWAR  (T.  R.).— A  RAMBLE  ROUND  THE  GLOBE.     With  220 

Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Vu.  Od. 

DICKENS  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  Svo,  illustrated  hoarHc.  '>«.  each. 
SKETCHES  BY  BOZ.        |    NICHOLAS  NICKLEBY.        |    OLIVER  TWIST. 

THE  SPEECHES  OF  CHARLES  DICKENS,  1841-1870.  With  a  New  Bibliography 
Edited  by  Richarp  Herne  Shepkehd.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 

ABOUT  ENGLAND  Y/ITH  DICKENS.  By  Alfred  Rimmer.  With  57  Illustrations 
by  C.  A.  Vanderhoof,  Alfeed  Rimmek,  and  others.  Sq.  Svo,  cloth  extra.  78.  Cd. 

DICTIONARIES. 

A  DICTIONARY  OF  MIRACLES:  Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  By  the  Rev. 
E.  C.  Brewf.r,  LL.D.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7».  «d. 

THE  READER'S  HANDBOOK  OF  ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,  AND 
STORIES.  By  the  Rev.  E,  C.  Brewer.  LL.D.  With  an  English  Bibliography. 
Seventeenth  Thousand.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  cTtra  7s.  6d. 

AUTHORS  AND   THEIR   WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  With  Historical  and  Explana- 
tory Notes.     Bv  Samuel  A.  Bent.  AM.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  78.  6d. 

SLANG  DICTIONARY  :  Etymolosical,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Cr.  Svo,  cL,  tts.  6d. 

WOMEN  OF  THE  DAY:  A  Biographical  Dictionary.   By  F.  Hays.    Cr.  Svo,  ci.,  5». 

WORDS,  FACTS,  AND  PHRASES:  A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-ol- 
the- Way  Matters.     By  Eliezer  Edwards.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6<1. 

DIDEROT.— THE  PARADOX  OF  ACTING.  Translated,  with  Notes, 
by  Walter  Herries  Pollock.  With  a  Prelace  by  Henry  Irving.  Crown  Svo, 
parchment,  48.  6d. 

DOBSON  (AUSTIN),  WORKS  BY. 

THOMAS  BEWICK  &  HIS  PUPILS.    With  95  Illustrations.     Squaie  Svo,  cloth.  69. 
FOUR  FRENCHWOMEN.    With  i.  Portraits.    Crown  Svo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  68. 
EIGHTEENTH  CENTURA  VIGNETTES.  Two  Series.  Cr.  Svo,  buckram,  6s.  each. 

DOBSON  (W.  T.)-POETICAL  INGENUITIES  AND  ECCENTRICI- 
TIES.   Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  28.  6d. 

DONOVAN  (DICK),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2».  each;  cioth  limp,  '2n.  6d.  each. 


THE  MAN-HUNTER.  |    WANTED! 

CAUGHT  AT  LAST! 

TRACKED   AND  TAKEN. 

WHO  POISONED  HETTY  DUNCAN? 

SUSPICION  AROUSED. 


A  DETECTIVE'S  TRIUMPHS. 
IN  THE  GRIP  OF  THE    LAW. 
FROM  INFORMATION  RECEIVED. 
LINK  BY  LINK.        I  DARK  DEEDS. 

THE  LONG  ARM  OF  THE  LAW.  [SnorLy. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth,  '3».  6d.  each  :  post  Svo,  boards,  28.  each;  cloth.  88.  6d.  each. 
THE  MAN  FROM  MANCHESTER.    With  23  Illustrations. 
TRACKED  TO  DOOM.    With  6  full-page  Illustrations  by  Gordon  Browne. 

DOYLE  (A.  CONAN).-THE  FIRM  OF  GIRDLESTONE;  A  Romance 
of  the  Uoromautic.    Crown  Svo,  cloUi  extra,  38*  6<L 


8  CHATTO   8c  WINDUS,   PUeuSHfeRg,   PICCADILLY. 

DRAMATISTS,    THE   OLD.    with  vignette  Portraits.  Cr.Svo.cl.  ex.,  6«.  per  VoT. 

BEN  JONSON'S  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical Memoir  by  Wm.  Gifford.     Edited  by  Col.  Cunningham.   Three  Vols. 

CHAPMAN'S  WORKS.  Complete  in  Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays 
complete;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an  Introductory  Essay 
by  A.  C.  Swinburne  ;  Vol,  III.,  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.    Edited,  with  Notes,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    One  Vol. 

MASSINGER'S  PLAYS.   From Gifford's  Text.    Edit  by  CoI.Cunningham.  OneVol. 

DUNCAN  (SARA  JEANNETTE  :  Mrs.  Everard  Cotes),  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
A  SOCIAL  DEPARTURE:  How  Orthodocia  and  I  Went  round  the  World  by  Our- 
selves.    With  III  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
AN  AMERICAN  GIRL  IN  LONDON.     With  8o  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
THE  SIMPLE  ADVENTURES  OF  A  MEMSAHIB.    Illustrated  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3*.  iid.  each.  i 

A  DAUGHTER  OP  TO-DAY. |    VERNON'S  AUNT.  47  IHusty.  by  Hal  Hurst. 

DYER  (T.  F.  THISELTON,  M.A.).— THE  FOLK-LORE  OF  PLANTS. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6*. 

"EARLY  ENGLISH  POETS.  Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annota- 
^       tions,  bv  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  Gs.  per  Volume. 

FLETCHER'S  (GILES)  COMPLETE  POEMS.    One  Vol. 

DAVIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    Two  Vols. 

HERRICK'S  (ROBERT)  COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.    Three  Vols. 

SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP)   COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    Three  Vols. 

EDGCUMBE  (E.  R.  PEARCE).— ZEPHYRUS  :  A  Holiday  in  Brazil  and 

on  the  River  Plate.     With  41  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

EDISON,THE  LIFE  &  INVENTIONS  OF  THOMAS  A.  ByW.K.L.and 

A.  Dickson.  With  200  Illustrations  by  R.  F.  Outcalt,  &c.   Demy  410,  cloth  gilt,  ISs. 

EFwrRDES~CMRS7~ANNIE)7^N0VELS"BY^ 

A   POINT  OF  HONOUR.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  38. 

ARCHIE   LOVELL.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  gg.  ' 

EDWARDS    (ELIEZER).-V/GRDS,    FACTS,    AND    PHRASES:    A 

Dictionary  of  Quaint  Matters.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Ta.  6d. 

EDWARDS  (M.  BETHAM-),  NOVELS  BY. 

KITTY.     Post  8vo,  tja.;  cloth, '^g.  <id.  I         FELICIA.    Post  8vo,  2». 

EGERTON  (REV.  J.  C.).-SUSSEX   FOLK  AND  SUSSEX  WAYS. 

With  Introduction  by  Rev.  Dr.  H.  Wage,  and  4  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  58. 

EJjGLEgTMlEDWARD).— ROXY  :  A  Novel.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bdi:;2s'. 

ENGLISHMAN'S  HOUSE,  THE  :  A  Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in 
Selecting  or  Building  a  House ;  with  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c.  By  C.  T. 
Richardson.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  600  lUusts.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  78.  6d. 

EWALD  (ALEX.  CHARLES,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  LIFE  AND  TIMES   OF    PRINCE    CHARLES    STUART.    Count  of  Albany 

(The  Young  Pretender).    With  a  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6d. 
STORIES  FROM  THE  STATE  PAPERS.    With  an  Autotype.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, «». 
EYES,    OUR  :   How  to  Preserve  Them  from  Infancy  to  Old  Age.     By 
John  Browning,  F.R.A.S.    With  70  Illusts.    Twenty-fourth  Thousand.    Cr.  8vo,  Is. 

T7AMILLA.R  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  By  Samuel  Arthur 

•*•      Bent.  A.M.     Fifth  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s,  6d. 

FARADAY  (MICHAEL),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d.  each. 
THE  CHEMICAL  HISTORY  OF  A  CANDLE:  Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 

Audience.  Edited  by  William  Crookes.  F.C.S.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
OH    THE    VARIOUS    FORCES    OF    NATURE,   AND    THEIR    RELATIONS    TO 

EACH  OTHER.    Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.CS.    With  Illustrations. 

FARRER  (J.  ANSON),  WORKS  BY. 

MILITARY  MANNERS  AND  CUSTOMS.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  68. 

WAR:  Three  Essays,  reprinted  from  "  Military  Manners."     Cr.  8vo.  Is. :  cl..  Is.  6d. 

FENN  (G.  MANVILLE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3».  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  38.  each. 

THE  MEW  MISTRESS.      |         WITNESS  TO  THE  DEED, 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Cd.  each. 
THE  TIGER  LILY ;  Tale  of  Two  Passions,  1         XHE  WHITE  YIBGIN. 


CHATTO   &   WINDUS,    PUBLISHERS,    PICCADILLY.  g 

FIN-BEC.-THE  CUPBOARD  PAPERS :  Observations  on  ^h^-  ArT^ 

Living  and  Dining.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  ^».  6d. 

FIREWORKS,   THE  COMPLETE  ART  OF  MAKING ;  or,  The  Pyro- 

technist's  Treasury.     By  Thomas  Kentish.   Vyith  267  Illustration?.    Cr.  8vo.  cl..  5». 

FIRST  BOOK,  MY.  By  Walter  Besant,  James  Payn.  W.  Clark  Rus- 
sell, Grant  Allen,  Hall  Caine,  George  R.  Sims,  Rudyard  Kipling,  A.  Conam 
RoYLE,  M.  E.  Braddon,  F.  W.  Robinson,  H.  Rider  Haggard,  R.  M.  Ballantyne, 
I.  Zangwill,  Morley  Roberts,  D.  Christie  Murray,  Marie  Corelli,  J.  K. 
Jerome,  John  Strange  Winter,  Bret  Harte,  "  Q.,"  Robert  Buchanan,  and  R.  L. 
Stevenson.  With  a  Prefatory  Story  by  Jerome  K.  Jerome,  and  185  Illustrations. 
Small  demy  Svo,  cluth  pitra,  78,  ^»d.  


FITZGERALD  (PERCY),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  WORLD  BEHIND  THE  SCENES.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Passages  Irom  Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.     Post  Svo,  cl.,  3«.  6d. 
A  DAY'S  TOUR:  Journey  through  France  and  Belgium.  With  Sketches.  Cr.  4to,  Is. 
FATAL  ZERO.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Post  Svo,  illustrpted  boards,  'is.  each. 
BELLA  DONNA.  I  LADY  OF  BRANTOME.  I  THE  SECOND  MRS.  TILLOTSON. 
POLLY.  I  NEVER  FORGOTTEN.    I  SEVENTY-FIVE  BROOKE  STREET. 

LIFE  OF  JAMES  BOSWELL  (of  Auchinleck;.    With  an  Account  of  his  Sayings, 

Doines.  and  Writings  ;  and  Four  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth.  24s. 
THE  SAVOY  OPERA.    With  60  Illustrations  and  Portraits.   Cr.  Svo,  cloih,  Ss.  6d. 

FLAMMARION  (CAMILLE),  WORKS  BY. 

POPULAR  ASTRONOMY  :  A  General  Description  of  the  Heavens.     Translated  by 

J.  Ellard  Gore,  F.R.A.S.  With  3  Plates  and  2SS  Illusts.  Medium  Svo,  cloth,  16s. 
URANIA  :  A  Romance.     With  87  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  5*. 

FLETCHER'S  (GILES,  B.D.)  COMPLETE  POEMS  :  Christ's  Victorie 

in  Heaven,  Christ's  Victorie  on  Earth,  Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and  Minor 
Poems.     With  Notes  by  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  boards.  Urn. 

FONBLANQUE(ALBANY).-FILTHY  LUCRE.  PostSvo, must. bds.,2s. 
FRANCILLON  (R.  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2».  each. 
ONE  BY  ONE.  |         A  REAL  QUEEN.  I         KING  OR  KNAVE? 

ROPES  OF  SAND.    Illustrated.  |         A  DOG  AND  HIS  SHADOW. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  tia,  each. 
QUEEN  COPHETUA.  |         OLYMPIA.         |         ROMANCES  OF  THE  LAW. 

JACK  DOYLE'S  DAUGHTER.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3».  6d. 

ESTHER'S  GLOVE.    Fcap.  Svo.  picture  cover.  Is. 

FREDERIC  (HAROLD),  NOVELS  BY.     Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each. 

SETH'S  BROTHER'S  WIFE. | THE  LAWTON  GIRL. 

FRENCH  LITERATURE,  A  HISTORY  OF.     By  Henry  Van  Laun. 

Three  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth  boards,  7h,  tid.  each. 

FRISWELL  (HAIN).— ONE  OF  TWO :  A  Novel.  Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

FROST  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
CIRCUS  LIFE  AND  CIRCUS  CELEBRITIES.  I  LIVES  OF  THE  CONJURERS. 
THE  OLD   SHOWMEN   AND  THE   OLD  LONDON  FAIRS.  

FRY'S  (HERBERT)  ROYAL  GUIDE  TO  THE  LONDON  CHARITIES. 

Edited  by  John  Lane.     Published  Annually.     Crown  Svo,  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

HARDENING  BOOKS.      Post  Svo,  is.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d.  each. 

"  A  YEAR'S  V/ORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE.    By  George  Glennv. 

HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE.    By  Tou  and  Jane  Jerrold.    Illustrated. 

THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT.    By  Tom  Jerrold. 

MY  GARDEN  WILD.    By  Francis  G.  Heath.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  68. 

GARRETT  (EDWARD).— THE  CAPEL  GIRLS:    A   Novel.      Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra.  3g.  tfd.;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  '2». 

GAULOT  (PAUL).— THE  RED  SHIRTS  :    A  Story  of  the  Revolution. 

Translated  by  J.  A.  J.  de  Villikrs.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

GJINTLEMAN'S  ANNUAL,  THE,  Published  Annually  in  November.  Is. 
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GENTLEMAN'S  MAGAZINE,  THE.    Is.  Monthly.  With  Stories.  Articles 

upon  LUeraturs,  bcience,  and  Art,  and  "TABLE  TALK"  by  Sylvanus  Urban. 
*>*  -ipun..  Voltimcz  for  recent  yean  kept  in  stock,  Ss.  6d.  each.  Cases  for  binding,  28. 

GERMAN  POPULAR  STORIES.  Collected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm 
and  Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.  With  Introduction  by  John  Ruskin,  and  22  Steel 
Plates  after  George  Cruikshank.    Square  8vo,  cloth,  Os.  6d, ;  gilt  edges,  7n,  6d. 

GIBBON  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8VO,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  3a*  each. 
ROBIN  GRAY.  I    THE  GOLDEN  SHAFT. 

LOVING  A  DREAM.  |    OF  HIGH  DEGREE. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2*.  each. 


THE  FLOWER  OF  THE  FOREST. 

THE   DEAD  HEART. 

FOR  LACK  OF   GOLD. 

WHAT  WILL  THE  WORLD  SAT? 

FOR   THE  KING.  |  A  HARD  KNOT. 

QUEEN  OF  THE   MEADOW. 

IN   PASTURES  GREEN. 


IN  LOVE  AND  WAR. 

A  HEART'S  PROBLEM. 

BY  MEAD  AND  STREAM. 

THE  BRAES  OF  YARROW. 

FANCY  FREE. 

IN  HONOUR  BOUND. 

HEART'S  DELIGHT.  |   BLOOD-MONEY. 


GIBNEY  (SOMERVILLE). -SENTENCED  I    Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cl..  Is.  6d. 

GILBERT  (WILLIAM),  NOVELS  BY.      Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Ss.  each. 
DR.  AUSTIN'S  GUESTS.                        I    JAMES  DUKE,  COSTERMONGER. 
THE  WIZARD  OF  THE  MOUNTAIN.    | 

GILBERT  (W.  S.),  ORIGINAL  PLAYS  BY.   Three  Series,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains:  The  Wicked  World — Pygmalion  and  Galatea — 
Charity— The  Princess— The  Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 

The  Second  Series  :  Broken  Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — Gretchen — Dan'l 
Druce— Tom  Cobb— H.  M.S.  "  Pinafore  "—The  Sorcerer— Pirates  of  Penzance. 

The  Third  Series  :  Comedy  and  Tragedy — Fo?gerty's  Fairy —  Rosencrantz  and 
Guildenstern — Patience — Princess  Ida — The  Mikado — Ruddigore— The  Yeo- 
men of  the  Guard — Tbe  Gondoliers — The  Mountebanks — Utopia, 

EIGHT  ORIGINAL  COMIC  OPERAS  written  by  W.  S.  Gilbert.  Containing: 
The  Sorcerer — H. M.S.  "Pinafore" — Pirates  of  Penzance — lolanthe — Patience — 
Princess  Ida— The  Mikado — Trial  by  Jury.      Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  ',28.  Hd. 

THE  "GILBERT  AND  SULLIVAN"  BIRTHDAY  BOOK:  Quotations  for  Every 
Day  in  the  Year,  Selected  trom  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert  set  to  Music  by  Sir  A. 
Sullivan.     Compiled  by  Alex.  Watson.     Royal  i6mo,  Jap,  leather,  gs.  6d. 

GLANVILLE  (ERNEST),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3».  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3*.  each. 
THE  LOST  HEIRESS:  A  Taie  of  Love,  Battle,  and  Adventure.     With  2  lUusts. 
THE  FOSSICKER :  A  Romance  of  Mashon#Jand.    With  2  lUusts.  by  Hume  Nisbet. 
A  FAIR  COLONIST. 

GLENNY  (GEORGE).-A  YEAR'S  WORK  in  GARDEN  and  GREEN- 

HOUSE:    Practical  Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of  the 
Flower.  Fruit  and  Frame  Garden.    Post  8vo.  1«. ;  cloth  limp.  Is.  6d. 

GODWIN  (WILLIAM).-LIVES  OF  THE  NECROMANCERS.    Post 

8vo.  cloth  limp.  38. 

trOLDEN   TREASURY    OF    THOUGHT,   THE :    An  Encyclopaedia  of 

Quotations.    Edited  by  Theodore  Taylor.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

GONTAUT,  MEMOIRS^F  THE  DUCHESSE  DE  (Gouvemante  to  the 

Children  of  France),  1773-1836.    With  Photogravure  Frontispieces.  Two  Vols.,  small 
demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  31s. 

GOODMAN  (E.  J.). -THE  FATE  OF  HERBERT  WAYNE.    Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  lis.  6d. 

GRAHAM    (LEONARD).  -  THE    PROFESSOR'S    WIFE:    A    Story. 

Fcap.  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is.  

GREEKS   AND    ROMANS,    THE    LIFE    OF    THE,    described   from 

Antique  Monuments.    By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W.  Koner.    Edited  by  Dr.  F.  Hueffbr. 
With  545  Illustrations.    Large  crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  7*.  6d. 

GREVILLE  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY: 

NIKANOR.     Translated  by  Eliza  E.  Chase.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
A  WQBI^E  WOMAN,   Crowij  Svo,  clptb  extra,  ^». ;  post  8vp,  illustrated  boards,  3p.) 
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GREENWOOD    (JAMES),    WORKS    BY.      Cr.  8vo.  doth  extra,  Ss.ed.  each. 
THE  WILDS  OF  LONDON. |  LOW-LIFE  DEEPS. 

GRIFFITH  (CECIL).— CORINTHIA  MARAZION :    A  Novel.     Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  tin.  ttd. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28. 

GRUNDY  (SYDNEY).— THE  DAYS  OF  HIS  VANITY  :  A  Passage  in 

the  Life  of  a  Young  Man.     Crown  3vo,  cloth  extra.  3^.  6<l. ;   post  8vo,  boards,  2s. 

IlABBERTON  (JOHN,  Author  of  "  Helen's  Babies'),  NOVELS  BY. 

■"•  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

BRUETON'S  BAYOU. |    COUNTRY  LUCK. 

HAIR,   THE  :  Its  Treatment  in  Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease.     Trans- 
lated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J.  Piscus.     Crown  8vo.  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

HAKE  (DR.  THOMAS  GORDON),  POEMS  BY.   Cr.  svo.  ci.  ex.,  6«.  each. 

NEW  SYMBOLS.       1    LEGENDS  OF  THE  MORROW.  |      THE  SERPENT  PLAY. 
MAIDEN  ECSTASY.    Smair4to,  cloth  extra.  Ss. 

HALL  (MRS.  S.  C.).-SKEfCHES  OF  IRISH  CHARACTER.    With 

numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and   Wood  by  Maclise,  Gilbert,  Harvey,  and 
George  Crcikshank.     Small  demy  8ro,  cloth  extra,  7».  6d. 

HMXrDXYTANDREW).-EVERY-DAY  PAPERS.    Post  8vo,  2s: 
HANDWRITING,  THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF.     With  over  loo  Facsimiles 

and  Explanatory  Tsxt.  By  Dos  Felix  de  Salamanca.  Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  2s.  ^d. 

HANKY^^ANKY  :    Easy  Tricks,    White   Magic,  Sleight  of  Hand.  Sec. 

Edited  bv  W.  H.  Cremer.    With  200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  4*.  <id. 

HARDY  (LADY  DUFFUS).  -  PAUL  WYNTER'S  SACRIFICE.     2s. 
HARDY   (THOMAS). -UNDER   THE  GREENWOOD  TREE.    Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  with  Portrait  and  15  Illustrations,  Jis.   6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards.  28. ;  cloth  limp,  28.  6d. 

HARPER  (CHARLES  G.),   WORKS  BY.      Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  16s.  each. 
THE  BRIGHTON  ROAD.     With  Ph  .togravure  Frontispiece  and  90  Illustrations. 
FROM  PADQINGTOH  TO  PENZANCE:  The  Record  of  a  Summer  Tramp.  105  Illusts. 

HARWOOD   (J.   BERWICK).  — THE    TENTH    EARL.      Post    Svo, 

illustrated  boards,  28. 

HAWEIS   (MRS.    H.    R.),    WORKS    BY.      Square  Svo.  cloth  extra.  Os.  each. 
THE   ART   OF   BEAUTY.     With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  91  Illustrations. 
THE   ART   OF  DECORATION.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  Illustrations. 
THE  ART  OF  DRESS.    With  32  Illustrations.     Post  Svo,  Is.;  cloth.  Is.  tid. 
CHAUCER  FOR  SCHOOLS.    Demv  Svo-  cloth  limp,  2s.  «tl. 
CHAUCER   FOR  CHILDREN.    sS  Illusts.  (8  Coloured).     Sm.  4to.  c1.  extra.  3s.  6d. 

HAWEIS  (Rev.  H.  R.,M.A.).-AMERICAN  HUMORISTS  :  Washington 

Irving.   Oliver  Wendell    Holmes,  James  Russell    Lowell,  Artemus   Ward, 
Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  Harte.     Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  6s. 

HAWLEY  SMART.  —  WITHOUT    LOVE   OR   LICENCE:   A  Novel. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  ttd.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

HAWTHORNE  (JULIAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  ttd.  each;  post  8vo. illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 
GARTH.  I   ELLICE  QUENTIN.     I    BEATRIX  RANDOLPH.  |      DUST. 

SEBASTIAN  STROME.  DAVID    POINDEXTER. 

FORTUNE'S  FOOU  I    THE  SPECTRE  OF  THE  CAMERA. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 

MISS  CADOGNA.  |      LOVE-OR  A  NAME. 

MRS.  GAINSBOROUGH'S  DIAMONDS.    Fcap.  8vo.  illustrated  cover,  Is. 

fiXWTHORNE  (NATHANIEL).-OUR  OLD   HOME.     Annotated  with 

Passages  from   the  Author's  Note-books,    and  Illustrated  with  31   Photogravures 
Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  15s. 

HEATH  (FKANCIS  GEORGE).-MY  GARDEN  WILD,  AND  WHAT 

1  GREW  THERE.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  tts. 

HELPS    (SIR    ARTHUR),    WORKS    BY.      Post  Svo.cloth  limp.  2».  ttd.  each 
ANIMALS  AND  TFEIH  MASTERS.    |      SOCIAL  PRESSURE. 
IVAN  DE  BIRON :  A  Novel.    Cr. Svo,  cl.  extra,  Sa.  ttd. ;  post  Svo, iUaat.  b<ls.t  !|«« 
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HENDERSON    (ISAAC).— AGATHA  PAGE:    A  Novel.     Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  3s.  tid. 

HENTY  (G.  A.),   NOVELS   BY.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3m.  «d.  each. 

RUJUB  THE  JUGGLER.    S  Illusts.  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.    Presentation  Ed.,  5s. 
DOROTHY'S  DOUBLE. 

HERMAN   (HENRY).-A    LEADING    LADY.      Post  8vo,  illustrated 

boards.  3s. ;  cloth  extra,  tjg.  fid. 

HERRICK'S    (ROBERT)    HESPERIDES,  NOBLE   NUMBERS,  AND 

COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.    With  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes  by  the 
Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  P.P. :  Steel  Portrait,  &c.     Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  cl.  bds..  j^g. 

HERTZKA  (Dr.  THEODOR).  — FREELAND  :    A  Social  Anticipation. 

Translated  by  Arthur  Ransom.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

HESSE- WARTEGG  (CHEVALIER  ERNST  VON).-TUNIS  :  The  Land 

and  the  People.     With  22  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d. 

HILL  (HEADON).-ZAM^RA  THE  DETECTIVE.    Post  Svo.  illustrated 

boards,  "Jm. ;  cloth,  gg.  Od. 

HILL  (JOHN),  WORKS  BY. 

TREASON-FELONY.  Post  Svo.  tis.    |    THE  COMMON  ANCESTOR.  Cr.  Svo,  3s.  6d. 

HINDLEY  (CHARLES),   WORKS  BY. 

TAVERN  ANECDOTES  AND  SAYINGS:  Including  Reminiscences  connected  with 

Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c.    With  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
THE  LIFE  AND  ADVENTURES  OF  A  CHEAP  JACK.    Cr.  Svo.  cloth  ex.,  3g.  6d. 

HOEY  (MRS.  CASHEL).-THE  LOVER'S  CREED.     Post  8vo,  2s. 
HOLLINGSHEAD  (JOHN).— NIAGARA  SPRAY.    Crown  8vo,  Is. 
HOLMES  (GORDON,  M.D.).-THE  SCIENCE  OF  VOICE  PRODUC- 

TION  AND  VOICE  PRESERVATION.    Crown  bvo.  Is. 


HOLMES  (OLIVER  WENDELL),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  AUTOCRAT    OF    THE    BREAKFAST-TABLE.      Illustrated    by  J.    Gordom 

Thomson.    Post  Svo.  cloth  limp  iJs.  Cd.— Another  Edition,  post  Svo,  cloth,  tjs. 

THE  AUTOCRAT  OF  THE  BREAKFAST-TABLE  and  THE  PROFESSOR  AT  THE 

BREAKFAST-TABLE.     In  One  Vol.     Post  Svo,  half-bound,  'is. 

HOOD'S  (THOMAS)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.    With  Life 
of  the  Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7»,  6d. 
HOOD'S  WHIMS  AND  ODDITIES.     With  S5  Illusts.     Post  Svo.  half-bound,  ^s. 

HOOD  (TOM). -FROM  NOWHERE  TO  THE  NORTH  POLE:  A 

Noah's  Arkaeological  Narrative.     With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Brunton  and  E.  C. 
Barnes.     Square  Svo.  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges.  6s. 

HOOK'S  (THEODORE)  CHOICE  HUMOROUS  WORKS;  including  his 

Ludicrous  Adventures,  Bons  Mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.     With  Lite   of  the  Author, 
Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  7*.  6d. 

HOOPER  (MRS.  GE0.)7— THE  HOUSE  OF  RABY.    Post  8vo,  bds.,  2s. 
HOPKINS    (TIGHE).  — "'TWIXT  LOVE  AND  DUTY:"    A  Novel". 

Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  tin. 

HORNE  (R.  HENGIST).— ORION  :  An  Epic  Poem.    With  Photographic 
Portrait  by  Summers.     Tenth  Edition.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s. 

HUNGERFORD   (MRS.,  Author  of    "Molly  Bawn,"),  NOVELS    BY. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  'Z».  each  :  cloth  limp,  28.  6d.  each. 
A  MAIDEN  ALL  FORLORN.  I    INSURANCE  VILE.  |  A  MENTAL  STRUGGLE. 
MARVEL.  I    A  MODERN  CIRCE. 

LADY  VERNER'S  FLIGHT.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  3s. 
THE  RED-HOUSE  MYSTERY.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3».  6d. 
THE  THREE  GRACES.    Two  Vols..  10s.  nett. {Shortly. 

HUNT  (MRS.  ALFREDJ,  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  cost  Svo. illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
THE  LEADEN  CASKET.    |    SELF-CONDEMNED.      |    THAT  OTHER  PERSON. 
THORNICROFT'S  MODEL.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28. 
MRS.  JULIET.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  3».  6d. 

HUNT'S   (LEIGH)   ESSAYS:    A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner,  &c. 
Edited  by  Edmumd  Oluer.    Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bd.,  2s. 
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HUTCHISON  (W.  M.).  — HINTS  ON  COLT-BREAKING.     With  25 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

HYDROPHOBIA:  An  Account  of  M.  Pasteur's  System;  Technique  of 
his  Method,  and  Statistics.    By  Renaud  Suzor,  M.B.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  e^tra,  Gn, 

HYNE  (C.  J.  CUTCLIFFE).— HONOUR  OF  THIEVES.     Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  38.  6d. [Shortly, 

IDLER  (THE)  :  A  Monthly  Magazine.    Profusely  Illustr.    6d.  Monthly. 
The  first  Six  Vols,  now  ready,  cl.  extra,  5at.  each  ;  Cases  tor  Binding,  1h.  6d.each. 

INDOOR  PAUPERS.  By  One  of  Thf.m.  Crown 8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
INGELOW  (JEAN).-FATED  TO  BE  FREE.  Post  svo.  illustrated  bds..  '2>*. 
INNKEEPER'S  HANDBOOK  (THE)  AND  LICENSED  VICTUALLERS 

MANUAL.     By  T.  Trevor- Daviks.     Crown  Svo,  <w.;  cloth,  l;*.  Gd. 

IRISH  WIT  AND  HUMOUR,   SONGS  OF.     Collected  and  Edited  by 

A.  Perceval  Graves.     Fost  avo.  cloth  limp,  "is.  <>d. 

JAMES  (C.  T.  C).  —  A  ROMANCE   OF  THE  QUEEN'S   HOUNDS. 

Post  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  Qd. 

JAMESON  (WILLIAM). -MY    DEAD   SELF.    Post  8vo,   Ulustrated 

boards.  '2s. ;  cloth,  '-i».  <>d. 

JAPP  (ALEX.  H.,  LL.D.). -DRAMATIC  PICTURES,  SONNETS,  &c. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  !i». 

JAY  (HARRIETT),   NOVELS  BY.      Po.t  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
THE  DARK  COLLEEN. |    THE  QUEEN   OF  CONNAUGHT. 

JEFFERIES  (RICHARD),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo.  doth  limp,  3«.  6d.  each. 
NATURE   NEAR  LONDON.  |   THE  LIFE  OF  THE  FIELDS.  |   THE  OPEN  AIR. 

■^**  Also  tbe  Hand-made  Paper  Edition,  crown  Svo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 
THE  EULOGY  OF  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.    By  Walter  Besant,     With  a  Photo- 
graph Portrait.     Crown  bvo.  cloth  extra.  Os. 

JENNINGS  (HENRY  J.),  WORKS~BY. 

CURIOSITIES  OF  CRITICISM.    Post  avo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d. 

LORD  TENNYSON  :  A  Biograpbical  Sketch.     Post  Svo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  «d. 

Jerome  (jerome  k.),  books  by. 

STAGELAND.    Witti  64  Iilusts.  by  J,  Bernard  Partridge.  Fcap.  4to,  pict.  cov.,  Is. 
JOHN  INGERFIELD,  &c.    With  9  Iilusts.  by  A.  S.  Boyd  and  John  Gulich.    Fc=>p, 
Svo,  picture  cover.  Is.  6d. 

JERROLD(DOUGLAS).— THE  BARBER'S  CHAIR ;  and  THE  HEDGE- 

HOG  LETTERS.     Po-t  .'jvo.  printed  on  laid  paper  and  halt-bound.  3a. 

JERROLD  (TOM),   WORKS   BY.   Post  Svo,  is.  each;  cloth  limp,  Is.  «d.  each. 

THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT. 

HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE:   A  Gossip  about  Flowers.     Illustrated. 

JESSE  (EDWARD).-SCENES  AND  OCCUPATIONS  OF  A  COUNTRY 

LIFE.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3s. 

JONES  (WILLIAM,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY.  Cr.Svo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  «d.  each. 
FINGER-RING  LORE:   Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal.       With  nearly  300 

Illustrations.      Second  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged. 
CREDULITIES,  PAST  AND  PRESENT.    Including  the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 
Talismans,  Word  and  Letter  Divination,  Exorcising  and  Blessing  of  Animals, 
Birds,  Eges,  Luck,  &c.     With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 
CROWNS  AND  CORONATIONS;   A  History  of  Regalia.     With  100  Illustrations. 

JONSON'S  (BEN)  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory, 
and  a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William  Gifford.  Edited  by  Colonel  Cunning- 
ham.   Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

JOSEPHUS,  THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  OF.    Translated  by  Whiston. 

Containing  "The  Antiquities  of  the  Jews"  and  "The  Wars  ot  the  Tews."     With  52 
Illustrations  and  Maps.    Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  half-bound,  Itj-*.  6a. 

TTEMPT  (ROBERT).— PENCIL  AND  PALETTE  :  Chapters  on  Art  and 
Artists.    Post  Svo.  cloth  limp.  Jis.  Cd. 
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KERSHAW  (MARK).— COLONIAL  FACTS  &  FICTIONS  :  Humorous 

Sketches.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  iiis.  6d. 

KEYSER  (ARTHUR).— CUT  BY  THE  MESS  :  A  Novel.    Crown  8vo, 

picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  fid. 

KING  (R.  ASHE),  NOVELS  BY.     Cr.  Svo.  cl.,  38. 6d.  ea. ;  post  8vo,  bds..  ^s.  ea. 

A  DRAWN  GAME.  |    "THE  WEARING  OF  THE  GREEN." 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ids.  each. 
PASSION'S  SLAVE. |         BELL  BARRY. 

KNIGHT  (WILLIAM,  M.R.C.S.,  and  EDWARD,  L.R.C.P.).— THE 

PATIENT'S  YADE  MECUM :  How  to  Get  Most  Benefit  from  Medical  Advice. 
Crown  Svo,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  1^.  Cd. 

KNIGHTS  (THE)  OF  THE  LION  :  A  Romance  of  the  Thirteenth  Century. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  the  Marquess  of  Lorne.  K.T.   Cr.  8vo.  c\.  ex.  ii'*. 

f  AMB'S   (CHARLES)    COMPLETE    WORKS,   in    Prose   and  Verse, 

includin''  "  Poetry  for  Children  "  and  "  Prince  Dorus."  Edited,  with  Notes  and 
Intrcduc"tion,  by  K.  H.  Shepherd.  With  Two  Portraits  and  Facsimile  of  a  page 
of  the  "  Essay  on  Roast  Pig.'"     Crown  Svo,  half-bound,  7».  6d. 

THE  ESSAYS  OF  ELIA.    Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  halt-bound,  3s. 

LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Sketches  and  Characters  by  Charles  Lamb,  selected  from  his 
Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  '-is.  6«l. 

THE  DRAMATIC  ESSAYS  OF  CHARLES  LAMB.  With  Introduction  and  Notes 
by  Brander  Matthews,  and  Sreel-plate  Portrait.     Fcap.  Svo,  hf.-bd.,  3».  6d. 

LANDOR  (WALTER  SAVAGE).-CITATION  AND  EXAMINATION 

OF  WILLIAM  SHAKSPEARE,  &c..  before  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  touching  Deer- 
stealing,  19th  September,  1582.  To  which  is  added.  A  CONFERENCE  OF  MASTER 
EDMUND  SPENSER  with  the  Earl  oi  Essex,  touching  the  State  of  Ireland,  1595. 
Fcap.  Svo,  half-Roxburghe,  '3s.  6d. 

LANE  (EDWARD  WILLIAM).  -  THE  THOUSAND  AND  ONE 

NIGHTS,  commonly  called  in  England  THE  ARABIAN  NIGHTS'  ENTERTAIN- 
MENTS. Translated  from  the  Arabic,  with  Notes.  Illustrated  by  many  hundred 
En'^ravings  from  Designs  by  Harvey.  Edited  by  Edward  Stanley  Poole.  Wi/.h  a 
Preface  by  Stanley  Lane-Poole.   Three  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6d.  each. 

LARWOOD  (JACOB),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  LONDON  PARKS.    With  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  'ds.  6d. 
ANECDOTES  OF  THE  CLERGY.     Post  Svo,  laid  paper,  half-bound,  Us, 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Ss.  6d.  each. 

FORENSIC  ANECDOTES. I THEATRICAL  ANECDOTES. 

LEHMANN  (R.  C),  WORKS  BY.  Post Svo.pict.  cover,  is. ea.;  cloth, Is.Gd.ea. 
HARRY  FLODYER  AT  CAMBRIDGE. 
CONVERSATIONAL  HINTS  FOR  YOUNG  SHOOTERS;  A  Guide  to  Polite  Talk. 

LETGlTTHENRY^S.),   WORKS  BY.  .      .  •   .    , 

CAROLS  OF  COCKAYNE.    Prmted  on  hand-made  paper,  bound  in  buckram,  5». 
JEUX  D'ESPRIT.     Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  'is.  6d. 

LEPELLETIEK  (tlDMOND).— MADAME    SANS-GENE.       Translated 

from  the  French  by  J.  A.  ]^  de  Villiers.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3.'^.  fid. 

LEYS7 JOHN). —THETINDS AYS  :  A  Romance.  Post  8vo,  iHust.  bds.,  2s. 
LINDSAY  (HARRY).— RHODA   ROBERTS  :   A  Welsh  Mining  Story. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  as.  Od. [Shortly. 

LINTON    (E.    LYNN),    WORKS    BY.      Post  Svo,  cloth  limp, --is.  «d.  each. 

WITCH  STORIES.  |         OURSELVES;  Essays  on  Women. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6<l.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  iJs.  each. 
PATRICIA  KEMBALL.  |  lONE.  I    UNDER  WHICH  LORD? 

ATONEMENT  OF  LEAM  DUNDAS.  "MY   LOYE!"    |  SOWING  THE  V/IND. 

THE  WORLD  WELL  LOST.^ I   PASTON  CAREW,  Millionaire  &  Miser. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  'Jts.  each. 
THE  REBEL  OF  THE  FAMILY.         I         WITH  A  SILKEN  THREAD. 
THE  ONE  TOO  MANY.     Crowr  Svo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d. 
FREESHOOTING  :  Extracts  troa:  VVork^  ot  xVlrs.  Linton.   Post  Svo,  cinth,  gs.  6d. 

LUCY    (HENRY  W.).— GiDECN    FLEYCE :    A  Novel.      Crown   bvo, 

cloth  extra.  Ss.  6d.;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  iJs. 
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MACALPINE  (AVERY),  NOVELS  BY. 

^'^  TERESA   ITASCA.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  Is. 

^     BROKEN  WINGS.    With  6  Illusts.  by  W.  J.  Hennessy.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  6». 

McCarthy  (justin,  m.p.),  works  by. 

A  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES,  from  the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to  the 
General  Election  of  1880.  Four  Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  138.  each.— Also 
a  Popular  Edition,  in  Four  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6».  each.— And  a 
Jubilee  Edition,  with  an  Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  ot  18S6,  in  Two  Vols., 
lar?e  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7*.  <id.  each. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES.  One  Vol.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  «s. 
—Also  a  Cheap  Popular  Editios,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3».  Od. 

A  HISTORY  OF  THE  FOUR  GEORGES.  Four  VqIs.  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
13s.  each.  [Vols.  I.  &  II.  ready. 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d,  each ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds..  3*.  each  ;  cl.  limp,  3s.  6d.  each. 


THE  WATERDALE  NEIGHBOURS. 

MY  ENEMY'S  DAUGHTER. 

A  FAIR  SAXON. 

LINLEY  ROCHFORD. 

DEAR  LADY  DISDAIN, 

MISS  MISANTHROPE. 


DONNA  QUIXOTE. 

THE  COMET  OF  A  SEASON. 

MAID   OF  ATHENS. 

CAMIOLA:  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 

THE  DICTATOR. 

RED  DIAMONDS. 


"THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE."    By  Justin  iMcCARXHY,  M.P.,and  Mrs.  Campbell 
Praed.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  C^. 

McCarthy  tjustin  huntly),  works  by. 

THE  FRENCH  REVOLUTION.    Four  Vols..  8vo,  13s.  each.     [Vols.  I.  &  II.  ready. 

AN  OUTLINE  OF  THE  HISTORY  OF  IRELAND.    Crown  8vo.  Is. :  cloth,  Is.  «id. 

IRELAND  SINCE  THE  UNION  ;  Irish  History.  1793-1886.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  G». 

HAFIZ   IN   LONDON  :  Poems.      Small  Svcgold  cloth,  '3^*.  tid. 

HARLEQUINADE  :   Poems.     Small  410.  Japanese  velium,  ?}is. 

OUR   SENSATION  N0VEL.~Crowir8vo7picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

DOOM  :  An  Atlantic  Episode.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

DOLLY:  A  Sketch.  Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  G«J. 

LILY  LASS:  A.  Romance.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  clotu  limp,  Is.  6d. 

THE  THOUSAND  AND  ONE  DAYS.    2  Pnotogravures.    Two  Vols.,  cr.  8vo,  13s. 

A  LONDON   LEGEND.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  15s.  net. 

MACCOLL  (HUGH),  NOVELS  BY. 

MR.  STRANGER'S  SEALED  PACKET.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  38. 

EDNOR  WHITLOCK.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  (is. 

MACDONALD  (GEORGE,  LL.D.).  WORKS  BY. 

WORKS  OF  FANCY  AND  IMAGINATION.  Ten  Vols..  i6mo,cI.,  gilt  edges,  in  cloth 

case.  31s.     Or  the  Vols,  may  be  had  separately,  in  grolier  cl.,  at  3s.  ttd.  each. 

Vol.    I.  Within  and  Without.— The  Hidden  Life. 

,,      II.  The  Disciple.— The  Gospel  V/omen.— Book  of  Sonnets.— Organ  Songs. 

„    III.  Violin  Songs. — Songs  of  the  Days  and  Nights. — A  Book  of  Dreams. — 

Roadside  Poems. — Pof.ms  for  Children. 
„     IV.  Parables. — Ballads. — Scotch  Songs. 

„V.  &  VI.  Phantastes:  A  Faerie  Romance.  |     Vol.  VII.  The  Portent. 

„VIII.  The  Light  Princess. — The  Giant's  Heart. — Shadows. 
„     IX.  Cross  Purposes. — The  Golden  Key. — The  Carasoyn. — Little  Daylight. 
„       X.  The  Cruel  Painter.— The  Wow  o'  Rivven. — The  Castle.— The  Broken 

Swords. — The  Gray  Wolf. — Uncle  Cornelius. 
POETICAL  WORKS  OF  GEORGE  MACDONALD.    Collected  and  arranged  by  the 

Author.     2  vols.,  crown  8vo,  buckram,  13s. 
A  THREEFOLD  CORD.      Edited  by  George  MacDonald.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 
HEATHER  AND  SNOW:  A  Novel.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
PHANTASTES:  A  Faerie  Romance.    With  25  Illustrations  by  J.  Bell.    Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  Od. 
LILITH :  A  Romance.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Qa. [Shortly. 

MACDONELL  (AGNES).-QUAKER  COUSINS.     Post  8vo,  boards,  2s. 
MACGREGOR  (ROBERT).-PASTIMES  AND  PLAYERS :    Notes  on 

Popular  Games.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s,  Od. 

MACKAY  (CHARLES,  LL.D.).-INTERLUDES  AND  UNDERTONES ; 

or,  Music  at  Tv/ilight.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 
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MACLISE  PORTRAIT  GALLERY  (THE)  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  LITER- 
ARY CHARACTERS:  83  PORTRAITS;  with  Memoirs  —  Biographical,  Critical, 
Bibliographical,  and  Anecdotal— illustrative  of  the  Literature  of  the  former  half  of 
the  Present  Century,  by  William  Bates,  B.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7».  fid. 

MACQUOID    (MRS.),    WORKS    BY.     Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6«.  each, 
IN  THE  ARDENNES.    With  <;o  Illustrations  by  Thomas  R.   Macquoid. 
PICTURES  AND  LEGENDS  FROM  NORMANDY  AND  BRITTANY.  34  Illustrations. 
THROUGH  NORMANDY.    With  92  Illustrations  byT.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map, 
THROUGH  BRITTANY.    With  35  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
ABOUT  YORKSHIRE.    With  67   Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
THE  EVIL  EYE,  and  other  Stories.    |  LOST   ROSE. 

MAGICIAN'S  OWN  BOOK,  THE  :  Performances  with  Eggs,  Hats,  «S:c. 
Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.    With  200  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  4a.  fid. 

MAGIC  LANTERN,  THE,  and  its  Management :  including  full  Practical 
Directions.     By  T.  C.  Hepworth.     10  lilustrations.     Cr.  Svo.  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

MAGNA  CHARTA  :  An  Exact  Facsimile  of  the  Original  in  the  British 
Museum,  3  feet  by  -z  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours,  Hm, 

MALLOCK  (W.  H.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  NEW  REPUBLIC.    Post  Svo.  picture  cover,  3«.;  cloth  limp,  Ss.  «d. 
THE  NEW  PAUL  &  VIRGINIA:  Positivism  on  an  Island.    Post  Svo,  cloth,  Urn,  6d. 
POEMS.    Small  4to,  parchment,  Ss. 

IS   LIFE   WORTH   LIVING?     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  NINETEENTH  CENTURY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  68.;  post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards.  3a. 

MALLORY    (SIR    THOMAS).— MORT    D' ARTHUR :    The  Stories  of 

King  Arthur  and  ot  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table.     (A  Selection.)     Edited  by  B, 

MONTGOMERIE  RANKING.       PoSt  8vO,  cloth  limp,  28. 

MARK    TWAIN,    WORKS    BY.      Crown  Svo,  doth  extra,  rs.  6d.  each. 

THE  CHOICE  WORKS  OF  MARK  TWAIN.     Revised  and  Corrected  throughoat 

by  the  Author.    With  Lite,  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 
ROUGHING   IT,  and   INNOCENTS  AT  HOME.    With  200  Illusts.  by  F.  A.  Fraser. 
MARK  TWAIN'S  LIBRARY  OF  HUMOUR.    With  197  Illustrations. 

Crown  Svo,  clotii  extra  (illustrated),  Ts.  6d.  each;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  38.  each. 
THE   INNOCENTS  ABROAD;  or  New  Pilgrim's  Procress.     With  234  Illustrations. 

(The  Two-bhi'.ling  Edition  is  entitled  MARK  TWAIN'S  PLEASURE  TRIP.) 
THE   GILDED   AGE.     Bv  Mark  Twain  and  C.  D.  Warner.     With  212  Illustrations. 
THE  ADVENTURES  OP  TOM  SAWYER.    With  in  Illustrations. 
A  TRAMP  ABROAD.     With  314  Illustrations. 
THE  PRINCE  AND  THE  PAUPER.    With  190  Illustrations. 
LIFE  ON   THE  MISSISSIPPI.    With  300  Illustrations. 

ADVENTURES  OF  HUCKLEBERRY  FINN.    With  174  Illusts.  by  E,  W.  Kemble. 
A  YANKEE  AT  THE  COURT  OF  KING  ARTHUR.    With  220  Illusts.  by  Beard. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
THE  STOLEN  WHITE  ELEPHANT.      |         MARK  TWAIN'S  SKETCHES. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d.  each. 
THE  AMERICAN  CLAIMANT.      With  81  Illustrations  by  Hal  Hurst,  &c. 
TOM  SAWYER  ABROAD.    With  26  Illustrations  by  Dan  Beard. 
PUDD'NHEAD  WILSON.    With  Portrait  and  Six  Illustrations  by  Louis  Loeb. 

THE  £1.000,000  BANK-NOTE.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth.  Ss.  6d[. ;  post  Svo,  picture  bds.,  28. 

MARKS  (H.  S.,  R.A.),  PEN  AND  PENCIL  SKETCHES  BY.    With^ 

Photogravures  and  126  Illu'^trations.     Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  338. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.    Including  his  Translations.   Edited,  with  Notes 

and  Introductions,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  68. 

MARRY  AT    (FLORENCE),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  Svo.illust.  boards.  38.  each. 
A  HARVEST  OF  WILD  OATS.              I         FIGHTING  THE  AIR. 
OPEN!   SESAME! |         WRITTEN  IN  FIRE. 

MASSINGER'S  PLAYS.  From  the  Text  of  William  Gifford.  Edited 
by  Col.  Cunningham.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  69. 
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MASTERMAN  rj.).-HALF-A-DOZEN  DAUGHTERS  :  A  Novel.    Post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tja. 

MATTHEWS  (BRANDER).— A  SECRET  OF  THE  SEA,  &c.    Post  8vo. 

illustrated  boards,  gs. ;  cloth  limp,  3».  <jd. 

MAYHEW  (HENRY). -LONDON  CHARACTERS  &  THE  HUMOROUS 

SIDE  OF  LONDON  LIFE.     With  Illustrations.      Crown  8vo,  cloth,  ijs,  6d. 

MEADE  (L.  T.),  NOVELS  BY. 

A  SOLDIER  OF  FORTUNE.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

IN  AN  IRON  GRIP.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  lOs.  net. 

THE  VOICE  OF  THE  CHARMER.    Three  Vols.,  15>*.  net. [ShoHly. 

MERRICK  (LEONARD).-THE  MAN  WHO  WAS  GOOD.     Post  8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  28. 

MEXICAN  MUSTANG  (ON  A),  through  Texas  to  the  Rio  Grande.     By 
A.  E.  Sweet  and  J.  Armoy  Knox.     With  265  lUusts.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d. 

MIDDLEMASS    (JEAN),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  8vo,  illust.  boards.  2s.  each. 
TOUCH  AND  GO. |    MR.  DORILLION. 

MILLER  (MRS.  F.  FENWICK).-PHYSIOLOGY  FOR  THE  YOUNCJ; 

or.  The  House  of  Life.     With  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp.  2>».  6d. 

MILTT)N  (J.    L.),~WORKS^BYr~Post  8vo,  is.  each  ;  cloth,  Is.  Cd.each. 
THE  HYGIENE  OF  THE   SKIN.    With  Directions  for  Diet,  Soaps.  Baths,  &c. 
THE  BATH  IN   DISEASES  OF   THE   SKIN. 

THE  LAWS  OF  LIFE,  AND  THEIR  RELATION  TO  DISEASES  OP  THE  SKIH. 
THE   SUCCESSFUL  TREATMENT  OF  LEPROSY.    Demy  Svo,  Is. 

MINTO  (WM.)-WAS  SHE  GOOD  OR  BAD  ?  Cr.  8vo.  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

MITFORD  (BERTRAM),  NOVELS   BY.  CrownSve,  cloth  extra.  3s.  «d.  each. 
THE  GUN-RUNNER:  A  Romance  of  Zululand.     With  Frontispiece  by  S.  L.Wood. 
THE  LUCK  OF  GERARD  RIDGELEY.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
THE  KING'S  ASSEGAI.     With  Six  full-page  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
RENSHAW  FANNING'S  QUEST.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley.  L.  Wood. 

MOLESWORTH  (MRS.),  NOVELS  BY. 

HATHERCOURT  RECTORY.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Ss. 

THAT  GIRL  IN   BLACK.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  Is.  Cd. 

MOORE  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  EPICUREAN;   and  ALCIPHRON.    Post  Svo,  half-bound,  Ss. 
PROSE  AND  YERSE.     With  Suppressed  Passages  from  the    Memoirs   of    Lord 
BvRON.     Edited  by  R.  H.  Shepherd.    With  Portrait.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  7».  6d. 

MUDDOCK  (J.  E.),   STORIES  BY. 

STORIES  WEIRD  AND  WONDERFUL.   Post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  28.;  cloth,  38. 6d. 
THE   DEAD  MAN'S  SECRET:    or.  The  Valley   of  Gold.    With  Frontispiece  by 

F.  Barnard.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  58. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
FROM  THE  BOSOM  OF  THE  DEEP.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
MAID  MARIAN  AND  ROBIN  HOOD:  A  Romance  of  Old  Sherwood  Forest.    With 
12  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  39.  fid. 

MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE),^  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d.  each  :  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  28.  each. 

A  BIT  OF  HUMAN  NATURE. 
FIRST  PERSON  SINGULAR. 
BOB  MARTIN'S  Little  GIRL. 
TIME'S  REVENGES. 
A  WASTED  CRIME. 


A  LIFE'S  ATONEMENT. 
JOSEPH'S  COAT. 
COALS  OF  FIRE. 
YAL  STRANGE. 
HEARTS. 


THE  WAY  OF  THE  WORLD. 
A  MODEL  FATHER. 
OLD  BLAZER'S  HERO. 
CYNIC   FORTUNE. 
BY  THE  GATE  OF  THE  SEA. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
IN  DIREST  PERIL. 

MOUNT  DESPAIR,  &c.    With  Frontispiece  by  G.  Grenville  Manton. 
THE  MAKING  OF  A   NOVELIST:    An   Experiment  in   Autobiography.    With  a 
Collotype  Portrait  and  Vignette.     Crown  Svo,  art  linen,  6s. 

MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE)  &  HENRY  HERMAN,  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2w.  each. 
ONE  TRAVELLER  RETURNS.  I  PAUL  JONES'S  ALIAS.  |  THE  BISHOPS'  BIBLE. 

MURRAY  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  svo,  must,  bds.,  2s.  ea.;  ci.,  28.  eZ^ 

A  GAME  OF  BLUFF,    |        A  SONG  OF  SIXPENCE. 
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MEWBOLT  (HENRY).— TAKEN  FROM  THE  ENEMY.     Fcap.  8vo, 

^^         cloth  boards,  ls».  ttd. 

NISBET  (HUME),  BOOKS  BY. 

"BAIL   UP!  "    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s. 6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  Ss, 
DR.  BERMARD  ST.  YINCEHT.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  38. 
LESSONS  IN  ART.    With  21  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d. 
WHERE  ART  BEGINS.  With  27  Illustrations.   Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6d. 

NORRIS  (W.  E.).— ST.   ANN'S  :  A  Novel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d> 

O'HANLON   (ALICE),   NOVELS  BY.      Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  38.  each. 
THE  UNFORESEEN. |    CHANCE?    OR  FATE? 

OHNET    (GEORGES),    NOVELS    BY.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  38.  each. 
DOCTOR  RAMEAU.         |         A  LAST  LOVE. 
A  WEIRD  GIFT.    Crown  Svo.  clotb,  :i».  6d. ,  post  Svo,  picture  boards.  38. 

OLIPHANT    (MRS.),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  38.  each. 
THE  PRIMROSE  PATH.                       |         WHITELADIES. 
THE  GREATEST  HEIRESS  IN  ENGLAND.       _^ 


Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  3».  (id.  each ;  post  Svo.  illust.  bds.,  3«.  each. 


O'REILLY  (HARRINGTON), -LIFE  AMONG  THE  AMERICAN  IN- 

DIANS:  Fifty  Years  on  the  Trail.    100  Illusts.  bv  P.  Frenzeny.    Crown  8vo.  38.  ftd. 

0'REjLLYaiRS.).-PH(EBE'S  FORTUNES.    Post  Svo.  illust.  bds..  2s. 
OUIDA,  NOVELS  BY. 

HELD  IN  BONDAGE. 

TRICOTRIN. 

STRATHMORE. 

CHANDOS. 

CECIL  CASTLEMAINE. 

UNDER  TV/0  FLAGS. 

PUCK.       I  IDALIA. 


FOLLE-FARINE. 

A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS. 

PASCAREL.  I  SIGN&. 

TWO  WOODEN  SHOES. 

IN  A  WINTER  CITY. 

ARIADNE. 

FRIENDSHIP. 


MOTHS.   I    PIPISTRELLO. 
A  VILLAGE  COMMUNE. 
IN  MAREMMA.  |  WANDA. 
BIMBI.  I      SYRLIN. 

FRESCOES.  I  OTHMAR. 
PRINCESS  NAPRAXINE. 
GUILDEROT.  |  BUFFING. 


Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5».  each. 
BIMBI.    With  Nine  Illustrations  by  Edmund  H.  Garrett. 
A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS,  &c.     With  Six  Illustrations  by  Edmund  H.  Garrett. 
SANTA  BARBARA.  &c.     Square  Svo,  cloth,  0«. ;  crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  post 

Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
TWO  OFFENDERS.    Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  68. ;  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  38. 6d. 
WISDOM,  WIT,  AND  PATHOS,  selected  from  the  Works  of  Ouida  by  F,  Sydney 
Morris.    Post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5m.     Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards.  3s. 


PAGE  (H.  A.),  WORKS  BY.  ,   ^ ,.       „    ^^ 

*■     THOREAU  :  His  Life  and  Aims.    With  Portrait.    Post  Svo.  cloth  limp.  38.  6d. 

ANIMAL  ANECDOTES.    Arranged  on  a  New  Principle.  Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  5s. 

PAYN  (JAMES),  NOVELS  BY.  .^^  ..     ^   o 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  Od.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  39.  each. 


LOST  SIR  MASSINGBERD. 
WALTER'S  WORD.                        TED. 
LESS  BLACK  THAN  WE'RE  PAINT- 
BY  PROXY.  I  FOR  CASH  ONLY. 
HIGH   SPIRITS. 
UNDER   ONE   ROOF. 
A  CONFIDENTIAL  AGENT. 
A  GRAPE  FROM  A  THORN. 


FROM  EXILE.       |      HOLIDAY  TASKS. 

THE  CANON'S  WARD. 

THE  TALK  OF  THE  TOWN. 

GLOW-WORM  TALES. 

THE  MYSTERY  OF  MIRBRIDGE. 

THE   WORD  AND   THE  WILL. 

THE  BURNT   MILLION. 

SUNNY  STORIES.  |  A  TRYING  PATIEKT. 


HUMOROUS  STORIES. 

THE  FOSTER  BROTHERS. 

THE  FAMILY  SCAPEGRACE. 

MARRIED  BENEATH  HIM. 

BENTINCK'S  TUTOR. 

A  PERFECT  TREASURE. 

A  COUNTY  FAMILY. 

LIKE  FATHER,  LIKE  SON. 

A  WOMAN'S  VENGEANCE. 

CARLYON'S  YEAR.  CECIL'S  TRYST. 

MURPHY'S  MASTER. 

AT  HER  MERCY. 

THE  CLYFFARDS  OF  CLYFFB. 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  39.  each, 


FOUND  DEAD. 

GWENDOLINE'S  HARVEST.     , 

A  MARINE  RESIDENCE. 

MIRK  ABBEY. 

SOME  PRIVATE  VIEWS. 

NOT  WOOED,  BUT  WON. 

TWO  HUNDRED  POUNDS  REWARD. 

THE  BEST  OF  HUSBANDS. 

HALVES. 

FALLEN  FORTUNES. 

WHAT  HE  COST  HER. 

KIT:   A  MEMORY. 

A  PRINCE  OF  THE  BLOOD. 


IN  PERIL  AND  PRIVATION:    Stories  of  Marine  Adventure.     With  17  Illus- 
tration?.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  38.  6d. 
NOTES  FROM  THE  ''NgWS."   Crown  Svo,  portrait  cover,  Is. }  ciotb,  1».  «d. 
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PANDURANG  HARI ;  or,  Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.  With  Preface  by  Sir 
Bartle  Frere.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  '3».  6«l. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tis. 

PASCAL'S  PROVINCIAL  LETTERS.     A  New  Translation,  with  His- 

torical  Introduction  and  Notes  by  T.  M'Crie,  P.P.     Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  tis. 

PAUL  (MARGARET  A.).— GENTLE  AND  SIMPLE.    With  Frontis- 

piece  by  Helen  Paterson.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  tin,  tf<l.;  post  8vo,illust. boards,  tin, 

PENNELL  (H.  CHOLMONDELEY),  WORKS  BY.  Post8vo,ci..3s.«d.each^ 

PUCK   ON   PEGASUS.     With  Illustrations. 

PEGASUS  RE-SADDLED.    With  Ten  full-page  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  Maurier. 

THE   MUSES  OF  MAYFAIR.    Vers  de  Soci(?te,  Selected  bv  H   C.  Pennell. 

PHELPS  (E.  STUART),  WORKS  BY.  PostSvo  is.  each;  cloth  ls.6«l.each. 
BEYOND  THE  GATES.  |  OLD  MAID'S  PARADISE.  |  BURGLARS  IN  PARADISE. 
JACK  THE  FISHERMAN.   Illustrated  by  C.  W.  Reed.    Cr.  8vo,  l;*.  ;  cloth,  It..  Od, 

PIRKIS  (C.  L.),  NOVELS  BY. 

TROOPING  WITH  CROWS.    Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

LADY  LOVELACE.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  a». 

PLANCHE  (J.  R.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  PURSUIVANT  OF  ARMS.  With  Six  Plates,  and  209  ILasts.   Cr.  Svo,  cl.  7^.  iid. 
SONGS  AND  POEMS,  1819-1879.    Introduction  by  Mrs.  Mackarness.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,«i«. 

PLUTARCH'S  LIVES  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  MEN.    With  Notes  and  Life 

of  Plutarch  by  J.  and  Wm.   Langhorne.  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  IOb.  Od. 

POE'S  (EDGAR  ALLAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Poetry.   Intro- 
duction  by  Chas.  Baudelaire,  Portrait,  and  Facsimiles.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  78.  6d. 
THE  MYSTERY  OF  MARIE  ROGET,  &c.    Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  gg. 

POPE^S  POETICAL  WORKS.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp.  2s. 

PRAED  (MRS.  CAMPBELL),  NOVELS  BY.    Post  svo,  iiiust.  bds.,  as.  ea. 

THE  ROMANCE  OF  A  STATION.         |         THE  SOUL  OF  COUNTESS  ADRIAN. 
OUTLAW  AND  LAWMAKER.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  boards,  28. 
CHRISTINA  CHARD.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3w.  Cd. 

PrTCE  (E.  C),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3".  0«l.  each ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  88.  each. 
YALENTINA.  |  THE  FOREIGNERS.         |  MRS.  LANCASTER'S  RIVAL. 

GERALD.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  Ss. 


PRINCESS   OLGA.— RADNA  :  A  Novel.     Crown  Svo.cloth  extra,  68. 

PROCTOR  (RICHARD  A.,  B.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

FLOWERS  OF  THE  SKY.  With  55  Illusts,  Small  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
EASY  STAR  LESSONS.  With  Star  Maps  for  Every  Night  in  the  Year.  Cr.  8vo,  «8. 
FAMILIAR  SCIENCE  STUDIES.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  «9. 
SATURN  AND  ITS  SYSTEM.  With  13  Steel  Plates.  Pemy  Svo.cloth  ex.,  lOs.  6«I. 
MYSTERIES  OF  TIME  AND  SPACE.  With  Illustrations.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  (is. 
THE  UNIVERSE  OF  SUNS.  With  numerous  Illustrations.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  ex..  tis. 
WAGES  AND   WANTS  OF   SCIENCE  WORKERS.    Crown  Svo,  l8.  6d. 

PRYCE  (RICHARD).-MISS  MAXWELL'S  AFFECTIONS.    Frontis- 

piece  by  Hal  Ludlow.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  39.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards.,  Ha. 

PAMBOSSON    (J.).  —  POPULAR    ASTRONOMY^      With    Coloured 

''^ Plate  and  numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7».  6d. 

RANDOLPH   (LIEUT. -COL.    GEORGE,    U:s.X):^=AUNT    ABIGAIL 

DYKES;  A  Novel.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  7».  6d. 

RIDDELL  (MRS.  J.  H.),  NOVELS  BY: 

WEIRD  STORIES.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  bds.,  28, 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3».  each. 


THE  UNINHABITED  HOUSE. 

THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES'S  GARDEN 

PARTY. 
MYSTERY  IN  PALACE  GARDENS. 


FAIRY  WATER. 
HER  MOTHER'S  DARLING. 
THE  NUN'S  CURSE. 
IDLE  TALES. 


RIVES  (AMELIE).— BARBARA  BERING:  A  Sequel  to  "  The  Quick  or 

the  Pead?  '     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  Hm.  6d. :  nost  8vn.  illii<:frat<»fl  hnarrla   ^aa. 
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READE  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY.  " 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  illustrated,  3s.  ed.  each;  postSvo,  illust.  bds.,  3s,  each. 
PEG  WOFFINGTON.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  8vo,  half-leather,  38.  Cd.— And  a  Cheap 

Popular  Edition  of  Peg  Woffington   and  Christie  Johnstone,  the  two 

Stories  in  One  Volume,  medium  8vo.  6d. ;  cloth.  Is. 
CHRISTIE  JOHNSTONE.  Illustrated  by  William  Small.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  8vo,  half-leather,  3s.  Od. 
IT  IS  NEVER  TOO  LATE  TO  MEND.  Illustrated  by  G.  J.  Pinwell.— Also  the  Cheap 

Popular  Edition,  medium  8vo,  portrait  cover,  fid.  :  cloth,  1;*. 
COURSE  OF  TRUE  LOVE  NEVER  DID  RUN  SMOOTH.    Illust  Helen  Paterson. 
THE  AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF  A   THIEF,  &c.     Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch. 
LOVE  ME  LITTLE,  LOVE  ME  LONG.    Illustrated  by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 
THE   DOUBLE  MARRIAGE.    lUusts.  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  C.  Keene. 
THE  CLOISTER  AND  THE  HEARTH.    Illustrated  by  Charles  Keene.— Also  the 

Elzevir  Edition,  with  an  Introduction  by  Walter  Besant,  4  vols.,  post  8vo, 

each  with  Frontispiece,  cloth  extra,  gilt  top,   14s.  the  set;  and  the  Cheap 

Popular  Edition,  medium  8vo,  6d. ;  cloth.  Is. 
HARD  CASH.     Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Lawson. 

GRIFFITH  GAUNT.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  William  Small. 
FOUL  PLAY.     Illustrated  by  George  Du  Maurier. 
PUT  YOURSELF  IN  HIS  PLACE.    Illustrated  by  Pobert  Barnes. 
A  TERRIBLE  TEMPTATION.    Illustrated  by  Edwaro  Hughes  and  A.  W.  Coofer. 
A  SIMPLETON.    Illustrated  by  Kate  Craufurd. 

THE  WANDERING  HEIR.    Illust.  by  H.  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes,  C.  Green,  &c. 
A  WOMAN-HATER.     Illustrated  by  Thomas  Couldery. 
SINGLEHEART  AND  DOUBLEFACE.    Illustrated  by  P.  Macnab. 
GOOD  STORIES  OF  MEN  AND  OTHER  ANIMALS.    Illust.  by  E.  A.  Abbey,  &c. 
THE  JILT,  and  other  Stories.     Illustrated  by  Joseph  Nash. 
A  PERILOUS  SECRET.     Illustrated  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
READIANA.    With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Charles  Reade. 
BIBLE  CHARACTERS:  Studies  of  David,  Paul,  &c.    Fcap.  8vo,  leatherette.  Is. 
SELECTIONS  PROM  THE  WORKS  OF  CHARLES  READE.   Crown  8vo,  with  Por- 
trait,  buckram,  tfs.  ;  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  tt«i. 

RIMMER    (ALFRED),    WORKS    BY.      Square  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  7s.  «d.  each, 
OUR  OLD  COUNTRY  TOWNS.     With  55  Illustrations. 
RAMBLES  ROUND  ETON  AND  HARROW.    With  50  Illustrations. 
ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.    With  58  Illusts.  byC.  A.  Vanderhoof.  &c. 

ROBINSON  CRUSOE.     By  Daniel  Defoe.     (Major's  Edition.)    With 
37  Illustrations  by  George  Cruikshank.     Post  8vo,  half-bound,  3s. 

ROBINSON  (F.  W.),  NOVELS"BY^  ~ 

WOMEN  ARE   STRANGE.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 

THE  HANDS  OF  JUSTICE.    Cr.  8vo.  cloth  ex.,  .38.  6d. ,  post  8vo.  illust.  bds..  38. 

ROBINSON    (PHIL),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
THE  POETS'  BIRDS.  (  THE   POETS'  BEASTS. 

THE   POETS  AND  NATURE:  REPTILES,  FISHES,  AND  INSECTS. 

ROCHEFOUCAULD'S  MAXIMS  AND  MORAL  REFLECTIONS.   With 

Notes,  and  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte-Beuve.     Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  3s. 

ROLL   OF    BATTLE  ABBEY,  THE  :  A  Ust  of  the  Principal  Warriors 
who  came  from  Normandy  with  William  the  Conqueror.     Handsomely  printed.  .5;*. 

ROSENGARTEN  (A.).— HANDBOOK  OF  ARCHITECTURAL  STYLES. 

_    Translated  by  W.  Collett.Sandars.    With  639  Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra.  Ts.  «d. 

ROWLEY   (HON.    HUGH),   WORKS    BY.      Post  Svo.  doth,  3s.  6d.  each. 
PUNIANA:  RIDDLES  AND  JOKES.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 
MORE  PUNIANA.    Profusely  Illustrated. 

RUSSELL  (W.  CLARK),  BOOKS  AND  NOVELS  BY : 

Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  3s.  each  •  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d.  ea. 

ROUND  THE  GALLEY-FIRE.  |    A  BOOK   FOR  THE   HAMMOCK. 

IN   THE   MIDDLE  WATCH.  MYSTERY  OF  THE  "OCEAN  STAR." 

A  VOYAGE  TO  THE  CAPE^ |    THE  ROMANCE  OF  JENNY  HARLOWE. 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d.  ea. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  3s.  ea.  ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d.  ea. 

AN  OCEAN  TRAGEDY.  |    MY  SHIPMATE  LOUISE. 

ALONE  ON  A  WIDE  WIDE  SEA. 

ON  THE  FO'K'SLE  HEAD.    Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  3s. ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d. 

THE  GOOD  SHIP  "MOHOCK."    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  lOs.  net. 

THE  PHANTOM  DEATH,  &c.    With  Frontispiece.    Crown  Svo,  38.  6d. 

THE  CONYICT  SHIP,    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  158.  net.  {.Shortly, 
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RUNCIM AN  (JAMES),  STORIES  BY.     Post  Svo.  bds.,  3s.  ea. ;  cl.,  in.  6d.  ea. 
SKIPPERS  AND  SHELLBACKS.          I    GRACE  BALMAIGN'S  SWEETHEART. 
SCHOOLS  AND   SCHOLARS. [_ 

RUSSELL  (DORA),  NOVELS  BY. 

A  COUNTRY  SWEETHEART.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.                      [Sept. 
THE  DRIFT  OF  FATE.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  l^w.  net. 

CAINT  AUBYN  (ALAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

^  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  39.  ttd.  each ;   post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  38.  each. 

A  FELLOW  OF  TRINITY.     Note  by  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  and  Frontispiece. 
THE  JUNIOR  DEAN.  |  MASTER  OF  ST.  BENEDICT'S.  |  TO  HIS  OWN  MASTER. 

Fcao.  Svo,  cloth  boards.  Is.  Od.  each. 
THE  OLD  MAID'S  SWEETHEART.      |         MODEST  LITTLE  SARA. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

ORCHARD  DAMEREL.        |    IN  THE  FACE  OF  THE  WORLD.    ^Shortly. 

THE  TREMLETT  DIAMONDS.     Two  Vols..  IPs,  net. [Shortly. 

SALA  (G.  A.).-GASLIGHT  AND  DAYLIGHT.  Post  8vo,  boards,  2s. 
SANSON.-SEVEN  GENERATIONS  OF  EXECUTIONERS  :  Memoirs 

of  the  Sanson  Family  {1688  to  1S47).     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra;  3s.  6d. 

SAUNDERS  (JOHN),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .'is.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
GUY  WATERMAN.     |    THE  LION  IN  THE  PATH.  |      THE  TWO  DREAMERS. 
BOUND  TO  THE   WHEEL.    Crown  »vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d. 

SAUNDERS  (KATHARINE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3*.  Od.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  38.  each. 
MARGARET  AND  ELIZABETH.  j    HEART  SALVAGE. 

THE  HIGH  MILLS.  I^EBASTIAN. 

JOAN  MERRYWEATHER.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  38. 
GIDEON'S  ROCK.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d. 

SCOTLAND  YARD,  Past  and  Present :  Experiences  of  37  Years.  By 
Ex-Chief-Inspector  Cavanagh.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. ;  cloth,  38.  (id. 

SECRET  OUT,  THE  :  One  Thousand  Tricks  with  Cards ;  with  Enter- 
taining  Experiments  in  Drawing-room  or  "  White  Magic."  By  W.  H.  Cremer. 
With  300  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  Od. * 

SEGUIN  (L.   G.),   WORKS  BY. 

THE  COUNTRY  OF  THE  PASSION  PLAY  (OBERAMMERGAU)  and  the  Highlands 

of  Bavaria.     With  Map  and  37  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d. 
WALKS  IN  ALGIERS.    With  2  Maps  and  16  Illusts.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  6s. 

SENIOR  (WM.).— BY  STREAM  AND  SEA.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
SERGEANT  (A.).— DR.  ENDICOTT'S  EXPERIMENT.  2  vols.,  10s.  net. 
SHAKESPEARE  FOR  CHILDREN :  LAMB'S  TALES  FROM  SHAKE- 

SPEARE.    With  Illusts.,  coloured  and  plain,  by  J.  Moyr  Smith.     Cr.  4to,  3s.  fid. 

SHARP    (WILLIAM). —CHILDREN   OF  TO-MORROW:    A  Novel. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

SHELLEY  (PERCY  BYSSHE),  THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  IN  VERSE 

AND    PROSE   OF.     Edited.  Prefaced,   and    Annotated  by  R.    Herne  Shepherd. 
Five  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  Ss.  6d.  each. 
POETICAL  WORKS,  in  Three  Vols. : 
Vol.     I.  Introduction  by  the  Editor;  Posthumous  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nicholson;  Shelley's  Corre- 
spondence with  Stockdale;  The  Wandering  Jew;  Queen  Mab,  with  the  Notes;    Alastor, 
and  other  Poems  ;  Rosalind  and  Helen  :  Prometheus  Unbound  ;  Adonais,  &c. 
Vol.    II.  Laon  and  Cythna  ;  The  Cenci ;  Julian  and  Maddalo ;   Sweilfoot  the  Tyrant;  The  Witch  o« 

Atlas;  Epipsychidion:  Hellas. 
Vol.  III.  Posthumous  Poems;  The  Masque  of  Anarchy ;  and  other  Pieces. 
PROSE   WORKS,  in  Two  Vols. : 
Vol.     I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Za5trozzi  and  St.  Irvyne ;  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pamphlets  ;  A  Refuta- 
tion of  Deism  ;  Letters  to  Leig-h  Hunt,  and  some  Minor  Writings  and  Fragments. 
VoL    II.  The  Essays;   Letters  from  Abroad;  Translations  and  Fragments,  Edited  by  Mrs.  SHELLEY, 
With  a  Bibliography  of  Shelley,  and  an  Index  of  the  Prose  Works. 

SHERARD  (R.  H.).— ROGUES  :    A   Novel.      Crown  Svo.  l^. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

SHERIDAN  (GENERAL  P.  H.),  PERSONAL  MEMOIRS  OF.    With 

Portraits  and  Facsimiles.    Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  348. 
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SHERIDAN'S  (RICHARD  BRINSLEY)  COMPLETE  WORKS.    With 

Life  and  Anecdotes.      Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  his  Works  in  Prose  and 

Poetry.  Translations,  Speeches  and  Jokes.  lo  Illusts.  Cr.Svo,  hf.-bound,  78.  6d. 
THE  RIVALS,  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL,  and  other  Plays.    Post  8vo,  printed 

on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  38. 
SHERIDAN'S   COMEDIES:   THE  RIVALS    and  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL. 

Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Biographical  Sketch,  by 
Brander  Matthews.    With  Illustrations.    Demy  8vo,  half-parchment,  ISs.  6d. 

SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS,  includ- 

ing  all  those  in  "Arcadia."     With  Portrait,  Memorial-Introduction,  Notes,  &c.  by  the 
Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.      Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  boards.  ISs. 

SIGNBOARDS  :  Their  History.  With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Remarkable  Characters.  By  Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden  Hotten. 
With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  94  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7».  ttcl. 

SIMS  (GEO.  R. ),  WORKS  BY.    Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  a».  ea  ;  cl.  limp,  ^s.  6d.  ea. 


ROGUES  AND  VAGABONDS. 
THE  RING  0'  BELLS. 
MARY  JANE'S  MEMOIRS. 
MARY  JANE  MARRIED. 
TINKLETOP'S  CRIME. 
ZEPH:  A  Circus  Story,  &c. 


TALES  OF  TO-DAY. 

DRAMAS  OF  LIFE.  With  60  Illustrations. 

MEMOIRS  OF  A  LANDLADY. 

MY  TWO  WIVES. 

SCENES  FROM  THE  SHOW. 


Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  l8.  each  ;  cloth,  Is.  6d.  each. 
HOW  THE  POOR  LIVE ;  and  HORRIBLE  LONDON. 
THE  DAGONET  RECITER  AND  READER:   being  Readings  and   Recitations  in 

Prose  and  Verse,  selected  from  his  own  Works  by  George  R.  Sius. 
THE  CASE  OF  GEORGE  CANDLEMAS.  |         DAGONET  DITTIES. 
DAGONET  ABROAD.    Crown  8vo,  c  oth,  3*.  t>«l. ^Shortly. 

SISTER  DORA  :   A  Biography.     By  Margaret  Lonsdale.     With  Four 
Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  picture  cover,  4d.;  cloth,  iid. 

SKETCHLEY  (ARTHUR).— A  MATCH  IN  THE  DARK.    Post  Svo, 

illustrated  boards,  ^8. 

SLANG    DICTIONARY    (THE) :   Etymological,   Historical,  and  Anec- 

dotal.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  tis.  iid. 

SMITH  (J.  MOYR),  W^RKS"BY: 

THE  PRINCE  OF  ARGOLIS.    With  130  Illusts.    Post  Svo,  cloth  extra.  Ss.  6d. 
THE  WOOING  OF  THE   WATER  WITCH.    Illustrated.     Post  Svo,  cloth,  6g. 

SOCIETY  IN  LONDON.    Crown  8vo,  Is.  ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

"SOCIETY  IN   PARIS  :    The  Upper  Ten  Thousand.     A  Series  of  Letters 
from  Count  Paul  Vasili  to  a  Young  French  Diplomat.    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  6s. 

SOMERSET    (LORD  "HENRY).  -  SONGS    OF   ADIEU,     timall  4to, 

Japanese  vellum,  Gs. 

SPALDING  (T.  A.,  LL.B.).-ELIZABETHAN   DEMONOLOGY :  An 

Essay  on  the  Belief  in  the  Existence  of  Devils.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  58. 

SPEIGHT  (T.  W.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  beards,  12s.  each. 
THE  MYSTERIES  OF  HERON  DYKE.  I      THE  GOLDEN  HOOP. 
BY  DEVIOUS  WAYS,  &c.  |      BACK  TO  LIFE. 

HOODWINKED;     and    THE    SANDY- I      THE  LOUDWATER  TRAGEDY. 
CROFT  MYSTERY.  BURGO'S  ROMANCE. 

QUITTANCE  IN  FULL. 
Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d.  each. 

A  BARREN  TITLE.  |         WIFE  OR  NO  WIFE? 

THE   SANDYCROFT  MYSTERY.    Crown  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is. 

A  SECRET  OP  THE  SEA.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  Od. 

THE  GREY  MONK.    Three  Vols.,  158.  net. 

SPENSER  FOR  CHILDREN.     By  M.  H.  Towry.    With  Illustrations 

by  Walter  J.  Mor gan.    Crown  4to,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d. 

STARRY    HEAVENS~(THE) :   A  Poetical  Birthday  Book.     Royal 

i6mo,  cloth  extra,  tjs.  6d. ^^^ 

STEDMAN    (E.    C),    WORR€    BY.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Os.  each. 
VICTORIAN  POETS.  |        THE  POETS  OF  AMERICA. 
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STERNDALE  (R.  ARMITAGE).-THE  AFGHAN  KNIFE :  A  Novel. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3».  Cd. :  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  ^m, 

STEVENSON    (R.    LOUIS),    WORKS   BY.     Post  Svo.  cl.  limp,  2«.  6d.  each 

TRAVELS  WITH  A  DONKEY,   With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 

AN  INLAND  VOYAGE.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 
Crown  8vo,  buckram,  e;ilt  top,  6s.  each, 

FAMILIAR  STUDIES  OP  MEN  AND  BOOKS, 

THE   SILVERADO  SQUATTERS.     With  FrontisD-ece  by  J.  D.  StronO. 

THE  MERRY  MEN.  |    UNDERWOODS:  Poems. 

MEMORIES  AND  PORTRAITS. 

VIRGINIBU3  PUERISQUE,  and  other  Papers,      j    BALLADS.    |    PRINCE  OTTO. 

ACROSS  THE  PLAINS,  with  other  Memories  and  Essays. 

HEW  ARABIAN  NIGHTS.    Crown  Svo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  68,;  post  Svo,  illustrated 
boards,  t2s. 

THE   SUICIDE  CLUB ;  and  THE   RAJAH'S   DIAMOND,    (From  New  Arabian 
Nights.)    With  8  Illustrations  by  W.  J.  Hennessy.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5s. 

FATHER  DAMIEN:    An  Open  Letter  to  the  Rev.  Dr.   Hyde.     Crown  Svo,  hand- 
made and  brown  paper,  Iw, 

THE  EDINBURGH  EDITION  OF  THE  WORKS  OF  ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVEN- 
SON.   20  Vols.,  demy  Svo.     This  Edition  (which  is  limited  to  1,000  copies)  is  sold 
only  in  Sets,  the  price  of  which  may  be  learned  from  the  Booksellers.    The 
Vols,  are  appearing  at  the  rate  of  one  a  month,  beginning  Nov.  1894. 

STODDARD  (C.  WARREN),-SUMMER  CRUISING  IN  THE  SOUTH 

SEAS,     Illustrated  by  Wallis  Mackay.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3g,  6d, 

STORIES  FROM  FOREIGN  NOVELISTS.    With  Notices  by  Helen  and 

Alice  Zimmern.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3»,  6d, ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Ss. 

STRANGE  MANUSCRIPT  (A)  FOUND  IN  A  COPPER  CYLINDER^ 

Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  with  19  Illusts.  by  Gilbert  Gaul,  5». ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  tia. 

STRANGE  SECRETS.  Told  by  Conan  Doyle,  Percy  Fitzgerald,  Flor^ 

ENCE  Marrvat,  &c.     Post  8v9,  illustrated  boards,  2g.      

STRUTT    (JOSEPH).— THE    SPORTS   AND   PASTIMES   OF    THE 

PEOPLE  OF  ENGLAND;  including  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations,  .May 
Games,  Mummeries,  Shows,  &c.,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Time. 
Edited  by  William  Hone.     With  140  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

SWIFT'S  (DEAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.  With  Memoir, 

Portrait, and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  "  Gulliver's  Travels."  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  7s,  6d, 
GULLIVER'S  TRAVELS,  and  A  TALE  OF  A  TUB.  Pest  Svo,  half-bound,  ^s. 
JONATHAN  SWIFT:  A  Study.  Bv  J.  Churton  Collins.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Hs, 

SWINBURNE  (ALGERNON  C"),  WORKS  BY. 


A  NOTE  ON  CHARLOTTE  BRONTE.     Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

SONGS  OF  THE  SPRINGTIDES.    Croivn  Svo,  6b. 

STUDIES  IN  SONG.     Crown  Svo,  Ts. 

MARY  STUART  :    A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svo.  8s. 

TRISTRAM  OF  LYONESSE.     Crown  Svo,  98. 

A  CENTURY  OF  ROUNDELS.     Small  4to,  8s. 

A  MIDSUMMER  HOLIDAY.    Crown  Svo,  7s. 

MARINO  FALIERO  :    A  Tragedy.     Crown  8vo,  68. 

A  STUDY  OF  VICTOR  HUGO.    Crown  Svo,  6*. 

MfSCELLANIES.     Crown  Svo.  12s. 

LOCRINE  :    A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svo,  63. 

A  STUDY  OP  BEN  JONSON.    Crown  Svo,  78. 

THE  SISTERS:    A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

ASTROPHEL,  &c.     Crown  Svo,  7s. 

STUDIES  IN  PROSE  AND  POETRY.   Crown  Svo, 


SELECTIONS  FROM  POETICAL  WORKg  OF  A.  C. 

SWINBURNE.     Fcap.  3vo,  6«. 

ATALANTA  IN  CALYDON.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 

CHASTELARD  :  A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svo.  7l. 

POEMS  AND  BALLADS.  FIRST  SERIES.  Crown 
Svo  or  fcap.  Svo,  9«. 

POEMS  AND  BALLADS.  SECOND  SERIES. 
Crown  8ro  or  fcap.  Svo,  98. 

POEMS  &■  BALLADS.   THIRD  SERIES.  Cr.  Svo,  78. 

BONGS  BEFORE  SUNRISE.     Crown  Svo,  lOs.  6d. 

BOTHWELL  :    A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svo,  123.  6d. 

SONGS  OF  TWO  NATIONS.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 

GEORGE  CHAPMAN.  (See  Vol.  II.  of  G.  CHAP- 
MAN'S Works.)    Crown  Svo,  68. 

ESSAYS  AND  STXmiES.     Crown  Svo.  12s. 

ERECHTHEUS  :   A  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo,  68. 

SYNTAX'S  (DR.)  THREE  TOURS  :  In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  m 
Search  of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.  With  Rowlandson's  Coloured  Illus- 
trations,  and  Lite  of  the  Author  by  J .  C.  Hotten.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  Tg,  6d. 

TAINE'S    HISTORY   OF^ENGLISiTTlTERATURE.     Translated  b^ 

*'  Henry  Van  Laun.  Four  Vols.,  small  demy  Svo,  cl.  bds.,  30«,— Popular  Edition, 
Two  Vols.,  large  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  1 58, 

TAYLOR  (DR,  J.  E.,  F.L.S.),   WORKS  BY.     Crown  Svo,  doth.  Ss.each. 
THE  SAGACITY  AND  MORALITY  OF  PLANTS:  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and  Conduct 
of  the  Vegetable  Kinedom.     With  a  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  loo  Illustrations. 
OUR  COMMON  BRITISH  FOSSILS,  and  Where  to  Find  Them,    331  Illustrations, 
JHB  PLAYTIME  NATURALIST.    With  366  Illustrations, 


24  CHATTO    &   WINDUS,    PUBLISHERS,    PICCADILLY. 

TAYLOR  (BAYARD).-DIVERSIONS  OF  THE  ECHO  CLUB:   Bur- 

lesques  of  Modern  Wnters.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  tia, 

TAYLOR  (TOM).— HISTORICAL  DRAMAS.    Containing  "  Clancarty," 

"Jeanne  Dare,"  '"Twixt   Axe  and  Crown,''  "Tiie  Fool's  Revenge,"  *' Arkwright's 
Wife,"  "Anne  Boleyn,"  "  Plot  and  Passion."    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6d. 
%*  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  separately,  at  la.  each. 

TENNYSON  (LORD):    A  Biographical  Sketch.      By  H.  J.  Jennings. 
Post  8vo,  portrait  cover,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  Od. 

THACKERAY  ANA  :  Notes  and  Anecdotes.     Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 
Sketches  by  William  Makepeace  Thackeray.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  7a.  6d. 

THAMES,  A   NEW   PICTORIAL  HISTORY   OF    THE.      By   A.   S. 

Krausse.     With  340  Illustrations     Post  Svo,  Is.;  cloth.  Is.  <id. ■ 

THIERS  (ADOLPHE).-HISTORY  of  the  CONSULATE  &  EMPIRE  of 

FRANCE    UNDER    NAPOLEON.      Translated  by  D.  Forbes  Campbell  and  John 
Stebbing.     With  36  Steel  Plates.     12  vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra.  12s.  each. 

THOMAS  (BERTHA),  NOVELS  BY.    Cr.  Svo.  cl.,  Ss.  6d.  ea. ;  post  8vo.  tin.  ea. 

THE  YIOLIN-PLAYER.      t         PROUD  MAISIE. 

CRESSIDA.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  gs. 

THOMSON'S  SEASONS,  and  CASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE.    With  Intro- 

duction  by  Allan  Cunningham,  and  48  Illustrations.     Post  Svo.  half-bound,  ids. 

THORNBURY  (WALTER),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  LIFE  AND  CORRESPONDENCE  OF  J.  M.  W.  TURNER.  With  Illustra- 
tions in  Colours.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7»,  6d. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  tis.  each. 
OLD  STORIES  RE-TOLD. |    TALES  FOR  THE  MARINES. 

tiMBS   (JOHN),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  rs.  «d.  each. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  CLUBS  AND  CLUB  LIFE  IN  LONDON:  Anecdotes  of  its 
Famous  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries,  and  Taverns.     With  42  Illustrations. 

ENGLISH  ECCENTRICS  AND  ECCENTRICITIES:  Stories  of  Delusions,  Impos- 
tures.  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric  Artists,  Theatrical  Folk,  &c.    48  Illustrations. 

TROLLOPE  (ANTHONY),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each, 
THE  WAY  WE  LIVE  NOW.  I    MR.  SCARBOROUGH'S  FAMILY. 

FRAU  FROHMANN.  |    THE  LAND-LEAGUERS. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boaids,  3s.  each. 
KEPT  IN  THE  DARK.  I    THE  AMERICAN  SENATOR. 

THE  GOLDEN  LION  OF  GRANPERE.  |    JOHN  CALDIGATE.      |    MARIOH  FAY. 

TROLLOPE  (FRANCES  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d.  each;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  3a.  each. 
LIKE  SHIPS  UPON  THE  SEA.    |    MABEL'S  PROGRESS.    |    ANNE  FURNES3. 

TROLLOPE  (T.  A.).— DIAMOND  CUT  DIAMOND.  Post  svo,  iiiust.  bds..  3s. 
TROWBRIDGE  (J.  T.).— FARNELL'S  FOLLY.  Post  Svo,  boards,  2s. 
TYTLER  (C.  C.  ERASER-). -MISTRESS  JUDITH  ;    A  Novel.    Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3g.      

TYTOR"(MMHirN0VELS~BY. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
THE  BRIDE'S  PASS.  I    BURIED  DIAMONDS. 

LADY  BELL.  |    THE  BLACKHALL  GHOSTS. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
WHAT  SHE  CAME  THROUGH.  I    BEAUTY  AND  THE  BEAST. 

CITOYENNE  JACQUELINE  DISAPPEARED.  |  NOBLESSE  OBLIGE. 

SAINT  MUNGO'S  CITY.  |    THE  HUGUENOT  FAMILY. 

THE  MACDONALD  LASS.    With  Frontispiece.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth.  38.  6d.     [Shortly. 

tTPWARD"(ALLEN),  NOVELS  BY. 

^     THE  QUEEN  AGAINST  OWEN.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  «d. ;  post  Svo,  bds.,  2m, 

THE  PRINCE  OF  BALKISTAN.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  [Shortly. 

VASHTI  AND  ESTHER^     By  the  Writer  of  "Belle's"  Letters  in  Tht 

^      World.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d^. 

VILLARI  (HNDA).-A  DOUBLE  BOND  :  A  Story.    Fcap.  8vo,  Is, 
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ViZETELLY  (ERNEST  A.).— THE  SCORPION  :  A  Romance  of  Spain. 

With  a  Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d. 

WALFORD  (EDWARD,  M.A.).  WORKS  BY. 

'•    WALTORDS  COUNTT  FAMILIES  OF  THJE  UNITED  KINGDOM  (18951.    Containing  the  Descent, 

Birth,    Marriaee,  Education,   &c.,   of  11,000  Heads  of  Families,  their  Heirs,  Offices,  Addresses, 

Clubs.  &c.     Royal  8Vo,  cioth  gilt,  SOs. 
WALTOED'S   SHILLING  PEERAGE   (1895).    Containing  a  List  of  the  House  of  Lords,  Scotch  and 

Irish  Peers.  Arc.     ^sir.o,  cloth.  Is. 
WALFOKD'S   SHTLLtNG  BARONETAGE   (18951.    Containing  a  List  of  the  Baronets  of  the  United 

Kingdom,  Bios^raphical  Notices,  Addresses,  &c.    32010,  cloth,  le. 
WALFORD'S    SHtLLING    KNIGHTAGE   (1S95).    Containing  a   List  of  the  Knights  of  the  United 

Kingdom,  Biographical  Noticcis,  Addresses,  &c.    jimo,  cloth,  Ig. 
WALFORDS  SHILLING  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS  (1895;.    Containing  a  List  of  aU  the  Members  of  the 

New-  Parliament,  their  Addresses,  dubs.  Arc.     samo,  cloth.  Is. 
WALFORD  S  COMPLETE  PEERAGE,  BARONETAGE,  KNIGHTAGE.  AND  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS 

(1895)      Royal  32mo,  cloth,  gilt  edges.  5g. 

TALES  OF  OUR  GREAT  FAMILIES.    Crown  8vo,  doth  extra.  3g.  6d. 

WALTON   AND    COTTON'S   COMPLETE   ANGLER;   or,  The  Con- 

templative  Man's  Recreation,  by  Izaak  Walton  ;  and  Instructions  how  to  Angle  for  a 
Treat  or  Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles  Cotton.  With  Memoirs  and  Notes 
by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and  61  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  antique,  7s.  6d. 

WALT   WHITMAN,   POEMS    BY.      Edited,    with    Introduction,  by 

William  M.RossETTi.   With  Portrait.   Cr.  8vo,  hand-made  paper  and  buckram,  68. 

WARD  (HERBERT).-MY  LIFE  WITH  STANLEY'S  REAR  GUARD. 

With  a  Map  by  F.  S.  Weller.     Post  8vo,  Is.;  cloth.  !■.  6d. 

WARNER   (CHARLES   DUDLEY).- A   ROUNDABOUT   JOURNEY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6«. 

WARRANT  TO   EXECUTE   CHARLES  L    A  Facsimile,  with  the  59 

Signatures  and  Seals,     Printed  on  paper  22  in.  Lv  14  in.     28. 
WARRANT  TO  EXECUTE   MARY    QUEEN  OP  SCOTS.    A  Facsimile,  including 
. Queen  Elizabeth's  Signature  and  the  Great  Seal,     '2s. 

WASSERMANN  (LILLIAS),  NOVELS  BY. 

THE  DAFFODILS.    Crown  8vo,  l8. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

THE  MARQUIS  OF  CARABAS.     By  Aaron  Watson  and  Lillias  Wassermann. 
Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2g. 

WEATHER,  HOW  TO  FORETELL  THE,  WITH  THE  POCKET  SPEC- 
TROSCOPE.   By  F,  W.  Cory.     With  10  Illustrations.    Cr.  Svo,  Ig. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

WEBBER  (BYRON).-FUN,  FROLIC,  AND  FANCY.    With  43  Illus- 

trations  by  Phil  May  and  Charles  May.     Fcap.  ^to,  picture  cover.  Is. 

WESTALL    (WILLIAM).  —  TRUST-MONEY:       Post  Svo,  Ulustrated 

boards,  28. ;  cloth  limp,  28.  6d. 

WEIST,  HOW  TO  PLAY  SOLO.    By  Abraham  S.  Wilks  and  Charles 
F.  Pardon.     Post  8yo,  cloth  limp,  28. 

WHITE  (GILBERT).— THE  NATURAL  HISTORY  OF  SELBORNE; 

Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  28. 

WILLIAMS  (W.  MATTIEU,  F.R.A.S.),  WORKS  BY. 

SCIENCE  IN  SHORT  CHAPTERS.    Crown  &vo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6d. 
A  SIMPLE  TREATISE  ON  HEAT.    With  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  28.  6d. 
THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  COOKERY.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  6s. 
THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  IRON  AND  STEEL  MAKING.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  98. 
&  YLNDICATION   OP  PHRENOLOGY.      With  Portrait  and  43  lUustrations.  Demy 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  128.  <>d. 


WILLIAMSON  (MRS.  F.  H.).— A  CHILD  WIDOW.    Post  8vo,  bds.,  2s. 
WILSON  (DR.  ANDREW,  F.R.S.E.),  WORKS  BY. 

CHAPTERS  ON  EVOLUTION.  With  259  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7n.  6d. 
LEAVES  FROM  A  NATURALIST'S  NOTE-BOOK.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  «d. 
LEISURE-TIME    STUDIES.     With  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  6s. 
STUDIES  IN  LIFE  AND  SENSE.     With  numerous  Illusts.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex..  68. 
COMMON  ACCIDENTS:  HOW  TO  TREAT  THEM.  Illusts.  Cr.  Svo,  Is.;  cl.,  l8.6d. 
GLIMPSES  OF  NATURE.  With  35  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  :Js.  6d. 

WISSMANN  (HERMANN  VON).-MY SECOND  JOURNEYTHROUGH 

EQUATORIAL  AFRICA.    With  gz  Illustrations,    Demy  Svo,  16«. 


a6  CHAttO  &  WiNbUS,   PUBLISHERS,   PiCCADlLLV. 

WINTER  (J.  S.),  STORIES  BY.  Post  8vo,  aiustrated  boards,  «».  each; 
cloth  limp,  28.  6d.  each. 

CAVALRY  LIFE.  |  REGIMEHTAL  LEGENDS. 

A  SOLDIER'S  CHILDREN.  With  34  Illustrations  byE.  G.Thomson  and  E.  Stuart 
Hardy.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3«.  6d. 

WOOD  (H.  F.),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY.    Post  8to.  boards.  3«.  each. 
PASSENGER  FROM  SCOTLAND  YARD.    |    ENGLISHMAN  OF  THE  RUE  CAIN. 

WOOD  (LADY).— SABINA  :   A  Novel.     Post  8vo,  illust.  boards.  2s. 

WOOLLEY  (CELIA  PARKER).-RACHEL  ARMSTRONG ;  or,  Love 

and  Theology.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  '2». ;  cloth,  gs.  6d. 

WRIGHT  (THOMAS),    WORKS   BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7«.  6d.  each. 

CARICATURE  HISTORY  OF  THE  GEORGES.    With  400  Caricatures,  Squibs,  &c. 

HISTORY  OF  CARICATURE  AND  OF  THE  GROTESQUE  IN  ART,  LITERA- 
TURE,  SCULPTURE,  AND  PAINTING.    Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Fairholt.  F.S.A. 

WYNMAN  (MARGARET). -MY  FLIRTATIONS.      With  13  Ulustra- 

tions  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3!!».  6d. 

YATES    (EDMUND),  NOVELS    BY.      Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2«.  each. 
^    LAND  AT  LAST.  |         THE  FORLORN  HOPE.     |      CASTAWAY. 

2ANGWILL  (I.)-GKETTO  TRAGEDIES. 

by  A.  S.  Boyd.     Fcap.  Svo.  picture  cover.  Is.  net. 

ZOLA  (EMILE),  NOVELS  BY.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

THE  DOWNFALL.    Translated  by  E.  A.  Vizetelly.     Fourth  Edition,  Revised. 
THE  DREAM.    Translated  by  Eliza  Chase.    With  8  Illustrations  by  Jeanniot. 
DOCTOR  PASCAL.    Translated  by  E.  A.  Vizetelly.    With  Portrait  of  the  Author. 
HONEY.    Translated  by  Ernest  A.  Vizetelly. 
LOURDES.    Translated  by  Ernest  A.  Vizetelly. 

EMILE   ZOLA:    A  Biography.    By  R.  H.  Sherard.    With  Portraits,  Illustrations, 
and  Facsimile  Letter.     Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  13». 


With  Three  Illustrations 


SOME  BOOKS  CLASSIFIED  IN  SERIES. 

*»*  For  fuller  cataloguing,  see  alphabetical  arrangement,  pp.  i-aS, 
THE    MAYFAIR   LIBRARY.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  as.  6d.  per  Volume. 


A  JoTimey  Round  My  Eoom.  ByX.  de  Maistre. 

Quips  aiid  Quiddities.    By  W.  D.  Adams. 

The  Agony  Column  of  "The  Times." 

Melancholy  Anatomised :  An  Abridgment  of  Bur- 
ton's "  Anatomy  of  Melancholy." 

Poetical  Ingenuities.    By  W.  T.  DOBSON. 

The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  Fin-Bec. 

W.  S.  Gilbert  8  Plays.    Three  Series. 

Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 

Animals  and  tiieir  Masters.    By  Sir  A.  HELPS. 

Social  Pressure.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.    By  H.  J  Jennings. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table.  By  Oliver 
Wendell  Holmes. 

Pencil  and  Palette.    By  R.  Kempt. 

Little  Esaays:  from  LAMB'S  Letters. 

Forensic  Anecdotes.    By  Tacob  Larwood. 


Theatrical  Anecdotes.    By  Jacob  Larwood. 
Jeux  d'Esprit.     Edited  by  HENRY  S.  LEIGH. 
■Witch  Stories.    By  E.  LYNN  Linton. 
Ourselves.    Br  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Pastimes  and  Players.    By  R.  Macgregor. 
New  Paul  and  Virginia.    By  W.  H.  Mallock. 
The  New  Republic.    By  Vf.  H.  Mallock. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.    By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Pegasus  Re-saddled.    By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Muses  of  Mayfair.    Edited  by  H.  C.  PENNELL. 
Thoreau  :  His  Life  and  Aims.     By  H.  A.  PAGE. 
Puniana.    By  Hon.  HUGH  Rowley. 
More  Puniana.    By  Hon.  HUGH  ROWLEY. 
The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting. 
By  Stream  and  Sea.    By  Wu.  Senior. 
Leaves  from  a  Naturalist'i  Note-Book.    By  Dr. 

ANDREW  WiLSO.V. 


THE  GOLDEN  LIBRARY. 

Diversions  of  the  Echo  Club.  Bayard  Taylor. 
Ballad  History  of  England.    By  W.  C.  Bennett. 
Songs  for  Sailors.    By  w.  c.  Bennett. 
Lives  of  the  Necromancers.     By  W.  GODWIN. 
The  Poetical  Works  of  Alexander  Pope. 
Scenes  of  Country  Life.    By  Edward  Jesse. 


Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  28.  per  Volume. 

The    Autocrat    of   the   Breakfast    Table.      By 

Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 
Tale  for  a  Chimney  Comer.    By  Leigh  Hunt. 
La  Mort  d' Arthur  :   Selections  from  Mallorv. 
Provincial  Letters  of  Blaise  Pascal. 
Maxims  and  Reflections  of  Rochefoucauld. 


THE    WANDERER'S    LIBRARY.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3..  6d.  each. 

Wilds  of  London.    By  James  Greenwood. 
Tunis.     By  Chev.  Hksse-Wartegg.    22  lUusts. 
Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap  Jack 
Werld  Behind  the  Scenes.    By  P.  Fitzgerald. 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings. 
The  Grenial  Showman.     By  E.  P.  KINGSTON. 
Story  «f  London  Parks.    By  Jacob  Larwood. 
London  Characters.    By  Henry  Mayhew. 
Seven  Generations  ef  Executioners. 
Sununer  Cruising  in   the   South  Seas.     By  C 
Wa&REN  Stoddakd.    Illusirated. 


Wanderings  in   Patagonia.    By  JULIUS   Bekr- 

bOHM.     Illustrated. 
Camp  Notes.    By  Frederick  Boylh. 
Savage  Life.    By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Merne  England  in  the  Olden  Time.  By  G.  DANIEL. 

Illustrated  by  CruikSHANK. 
Circus  Life.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
Lives  of  the  Conjurers.    By  Thomas  Fros  . . 
The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old  London  Fain.    By 

THO.MAS  Frost. 
low-Life  Deeps.    By  James  CREENWOOa. 
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Books  in  Ssries— continued. 

HANDY   NOVELS.     Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  boards,  Is.  6d.  each. 
The  Old  Maldi  Sweetheart.    By  A.  St.  Aubyn. 
Modest  Little  Sar».    By  Alan  St.  Aubvn. 
Seven  Sleeper*  of  Ephesm.    M.  E.  Coleridge 


Takefl  from  the  Enemy.    By  H.  Newbolt. 

A  Lost  Soul.     By  W.  L.  Alden. 

Dr.  Palli»er'8  Patient.    By  Grant  Allen. 


MY     LIBRARY.     Printed  on  laid  paper,  post  8vo,  half-Roxburghe,  29.  Gd.  each. 
Citation  and  Examination  of  William  Shatspeare    J     ChrUtie  Johnstone.    By  Charles  Reade. 
By  \v.  s.  Landor.  _  Peg  Woftngten.    By  Charles  Reade. 

'     The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles  Lamb. 


The  Journal  of  Maurice  de  Suerln. 


THE  POCKET  LIBRARY.    Postsvo. 

The  Essays  of  Ella.    By  Charles  Lamb. 
Robinson  Crusoe.  Illustrated  by  G.  CRUIKSHANK. 
Whims  and  Odditiei.    By  Thomas  Hood.    With 

85  Illustrations. 
The  Barber  s  Chair,    By  DOUGLAS  JERROLD. 
Gastronomy.    By  Brillat-Savarin. 
The  Epicurean,  &c.    By  Thomas  Moore. 
Leigh  Hunt's  Essays.    Edited  by  E.  Ollier. 


printed  on  laid  paper  and  hf.-bd.,  38.  each. 
Whites  Natural  History  of  Selbome. 
Gulliver's  Travels,  &c.    By  Dean  Swift. 
Plays  by  Richard  Bri.n'slhy  Sheridan. 
Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.     By  Jacob  Larwood. 
Thomson  s  Seasons.    Illustrated. 
The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast- Table  and  The 

Professor  at  the  Breakfast-Table.    By  Oliver 

Wendell  Holmes. 


AliliEIV. 


THE    PICCADILLY    NOVELS. 

Library  Editions  of  Novels, many  Illustrated,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d.  each. 

By  IIA1.L.  CAINK. 
The  Shadov7  of  a  Crime.  1  The  Deemster. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.  I 

By  I»lACi:,AREIV  COBBAIV. 
The  Red  Sultan.  {  The  Btirden  of  Isabel. 

ITIORT.  dk  FRANCES  COI.L.IIVS. 
Transmigration.  I  From  Midnight  to  Mid- 

Blacksmith  *  Scholar.  night. 

The  Village  Comedy.        |  You  Play  me  False. 
By  ^VIJ.KIE    COtiLiINS. 


By  F.  ITI. 
Oreen  as  Grass. 

By  ORAIVT  ALL.EIV. 

Phillstia. 
Babylon. 
Strange  Stories. 


Beckoning  Hand. 
In  all  Shades. 
The  Tents  of  Shemu 
For  Maimie  s  Sake, 
The  Devil's  Die. 


This  Mortal  ColL 
The  Great  Taboo. 
Dumaresq  s  Daughter, 
Blood  Royal. 
Duchess  of  Powysland. 
Ivan    Greets    Master- 
piece. 
The  Scallywag. 
By  EDWIIV  JL.  ARNOJLB. 
Fhra  the  Phoenician. 
The  Constable  of  St.  Nicholas. 

By  AL.AN  ST.  AUBYN. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity.        I  To  his  Own  Master. 
The  Junior  Dean.  In  Face  of  the  World. 

Master  of  St.Benedlct's.  |  Orchard  Damerel. 
By  Rer.  8.  BARINO  OOVIiB. 
Bed  Spider.  |  Ev«. 

By  ROBERT   BARR. 
In  a  Steamer  Chair.         |  From  Whose  Bourne. 

By  FRANK  BAKRETT. 
The  Woman  of  the  Iron  Bracelets. 

By  "BEl.r.E.'» 
Vashtl  and  Esther. 
By  W.  BESANT  &  J.  RICE. 

The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 
Ready-MoneyMortiboy. 


My  Little  Girl. 
Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
This  Son  of  'Vulcan. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By  Celia  s  Arbour. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema 
The  Seamy  Side. 

By  WAT.TER  BESANT. 


With  Harp  and  Crown. 
'Twas  in    Trafalgar! 

Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the 

Fleet. 


All   Sorts  and    Condi 

tions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
Herr  Paulus. 
The  Ivory  Gate. 
The  World  Went  Very 

Well  Then. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
The  Reb?l  Queen. 
Dorothy  Forster. 

By  ROBERT  BUCHANAN 


Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  GIbeon. 
Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 
The  Holy  Rose. 
Armorel  of  Lyonesse. 
St.  Eatherine'g  by  tho 

Tower. 
Verbena  Camellia  Ste- 

phanotis. 


Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
Heir  of  Linne. 
The      Martyrdom 

Madeline. 
God  and  the  Man, 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 


Annan  Water. 
Woman  and  the  Man. 
The  New  Abelard. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
Master  of  the  Mine. 
Red  and  White  Heather. 
Matt.  I     Rachel  Dene. 


By  J.  ITIITCREIili  CHAPPI.E. 

Tbo  Minor  Chord. 


The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady. 
The  Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
"  I  Say  No." 
Little  Novels. 
The  Evil  Genius. 
The  Legacy  of  Cain. 
A  Rogue's  Life. 
Blind  Love. 


Armadale. 

After  Dark. 

No  Name. 

Antonina. 

BasU. 

Hide  and  Seek. 

The  Dead  Secret. 

Queen  of  Hearts. 

My  Miscellanies. 

The  Woman  in  'White. 

The  Moonstone. 

Man  and  Wife. 

Poor  Miss  Finch. 

Miss  or  Mrs.  7 

The  New  Magdalen. 

By  WUTTON  COOK. 
Paul  Foster  s  Daughter. 

By  E.  U.  COOPER. 
Geoflory  Hamilton. 

By  V.  CECIIi   COTES. 
Two  Girls  on  a  Barge. 

By  C.  EOBERT  CRAJDBOCK. 
His  Vanished  SUr. 

By  H.  N.  CREIililN. 
Romances  of  the  Old  Seraglio. 

By  inATT    CRIM. 
Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  B.  M.  CROKER. 
Diana  Harrington.  1  A  Bird  of  Passage. 

Proper  Pride.  "To  Let.' 

A  Family  Likeness.  Outcast  of  the  People. 

Pretty  Miss  Neville.       I 

By  W1I.L.1AMI    CYPIiES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  AI.PHONSE  BAUDET. 
The  Evangelist  ;  or,  Port  Salvation. 
By  H.  COI.E.1IAN  BAVIVSON. 
Mr.  Sadler's  Daughters. 

By  E  RASH  US    DAIVSON. 
The  Fountain  of  Youth. 

By  JAITIES  BE  ITIIIiliE. 

A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  J.  r,EITU  BERWENT. 

Onr  Lady  of  Tears.         |  Circe '■  Loven 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels — continued. 
By  DICK.  DOIVOVAIV. 


Tracked  to  Doom. 


Uan  from  Manchester. 


By  A.  CONAN   DOVI^E. 

The  Firm  of  Girdleitone. 

8.  XE ANNETTE   DUNCAN. 

A  Daughter  of  To  day.  |  Vernon's  Aunt. 

By  Mrs.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 

Archie  Lovell. 

By  O.  I?IANTlIL,r,E   FENN. 
The  New  Mistress.  I  The  Tiger  Lily. 

Witness  to  the  Deed.      |  The  White  Virgin. 

By  PERCY  FITZOEBAX.D. 

Fatal  Zero. 

By  R.  E.  FRANCIIil^ON. 

One  hy  One.  1  King  or  Knave  7 

A  Dog  and  his  Shadow.     Ropes  of  Sand. 

A  Real  Queen.  |  Jack  Doyle  s  Daughter. 

Pief.bySiiBARTi.E  FRERE. 

Pandurang  Hari. 

By  EBU  ARB  GARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls. 

By  PAUIi   GAUI^OT. 

The  Red  Shirts. 

By  CHARIiES  GFBBON. 

Robin  Gray.  I  The  Golden  Shaft. 

Loving  a  Dream.  |  Of  High  Degree. 

By  E.   Gt,ANVIl.I.E. 

The  Lost  Heiress.  I  The  Fossicker.  j 

A  Fair  Colonist.  | 

By  E.  J.  GOODMAN. 

The  Fate  of  Herbert  Wayne. 

By  CECIL.  GRIFFITBE. 

Corinthia  IVIarazion. 

By  SVDNEY  GRUNDY. 

The  Days  of  his  Vanity. 

By  TIIO:TIA<^  BARDY. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  BRET    HARTE. 


A  Waif  of  the  Plains 
A  Ward  of  the  Golden 

Gate. 
A    Sappho    of    Green 

Springs. 
Col. Starbottles  Client. 


Susy. 

Sally  Dows. 

A    Protegee    of 

Hamlin's. 
Bell-Ringer  of  Angel  s. 
Clarence. 


Jack 


By  JUIilAN  HAT^  THORNE. 


Garth. 

ElUce  Quentin. 

Sebastian  Stroma. 

Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool. 


Beatrix  Randolph. 

David  Poindexters  Dis- 
appearance. 

The  Spectre  of  the 
Camera 


By  Sir  A.  HELPS. 

Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  I.  HENDERSON. 

Agatha  Page. 

By  G.  A.  HENTY. 

Rujub  the  Juggler.  I  Dorothy  s  Double. 

By  JOHN  HILI.. 

The  Common  Ancestor. 

By  .-^Irs.  HUNGERFORD. 

Lady  Vemer's  Flight.   |  The  Red-House  Mystery. 

By  i^rs.  AU.FRED    HUNTi* 

The  Leaden  Casket.         I  Self-Condemned. 
That  Other  Person.  |  Mrs.  Juliet. 

By  CUTCLIFFE   HYNE. 
Eonour  of  Thieves. 

By  R.  ASHE    KING. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
••  The  Wearing  of  the  Green, 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels — continued. 
By  EDiriOND  l.EP£IiU.ETIER. 

Madame  Sans-Gtone. 

By  HARRY  lilNDSAY. 

Rhoda  Roberts. 

By  E.  liYNN  I.INTON. 

Patricia  Kemb&ll. 
Under  which  Lord  7 
'•  My  Love  1 " 
lone. 


Sowing  the  Wind. 
The  Atonement  of  Leam 

Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
The  One  Too  Many. 


Waterdale  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
Red  Diamonds. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
The  Dictator. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 


Paston  Carew. 

By  H.  W.  I^UCY. 

Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  JUSTIN  incCARTHY 

A  Fair  Saxon. 
Linley  Rocbford. 
Miss  Misanthrope. 
Donna  Quixote. 
Maid  of  Athens. 
Camiola. 

By  GEORGE  JT1.4CDONAX.D. 

Heather  and  Snow.         |  Phantastes. 

By  i..  T.  ITIEADE. 
A  Soldier  of  Fortune. 

By  BERTRA]?!    ITIITFORD. 
The  GunRunner.  I  The  Kings  AssegaL 

The    Luck    of    Gerard    Renshaw        F 
Eidgeley.  |     Quest. 

By  J.  E.  ITIUDDOCK. 
Maid  Marian  and  Robin  Hood. 
By  D.  CHRI.STIE  MURRAY, 


A  Life's  Atonement. 
Joseph's  Coat. 
Coals  of  Fire. 
Old  Blazer  s  Hero. 
Val  Strange.   |  Hearts. 
A  Model  Father. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

By  MURRAY 

The  Bishops'  Bible.  1 

One  Traveller  Returns.  | 


First  Person  Singular. 
Cynic  Fortune. 
The  Way  of  the  World. 
BobMartin's  Little  GirL 
Time's  Revenges. 
A  Wasted  Crime. 
In  Direst  Peril. 
Mount  Despair. 

&   HERMAN. 

Paul  Jones's  Alias. 


By  HUME   NISBET. 

"  BaU  Up  I  " 

By  W.  E.  NORRIS. 
Saint  Ann's. 

By  G.   OHNET. 
A  Weird  Gift. 

By  OUIDA. 


Held  in  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

Cecil     Castlemaine'a 

Gage. 
Tricotrln. 
Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders 
Pascarel. 
Signa. 

Princess  Napraxine. 
Ariadne. 


Two     Little     W^ 

Shoes. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Friendship. 
Moths. 


Pipistrello. 

A  Village  Commune. 

Bimbi. 

Wanda. 

Frescoes.  |    Othmar. 

In  Maremma. 

Byrlln.        |  Guilderoy. 

Santa  Barbara. 

Two  Offenders. 


By  MARGARET  A.  PAUIi 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAMES  PAYN. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd.       High  Spirits 
Less  Black  than  We  re     Under  One  Roof. 

Painted.  From  Exile, 

A  Confidential  Agent. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn 


In  Peril  and  Privation. 
The   Mystery   of   Mir- 

bridge. 
The  Canon's  Ward. 
Walter  8  Word. 
By  Proxy. 


Glow-worm  Tales. 
The  Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
For  Cash  Onlv. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
The  Word  and  the  Will, 
Sunny  Stories. 
A  Trying  Patient. 
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The  Piccadilly  (5/6)  y^ovzLS— continued. 

Bj  :»Irs.  CA3IPBEI.t.    PRAED. 

Outlaw  »nd  Lawmaker,  j  Ciiristina  Clxard. 

By  E.  C.  PRICE. 

Valentin*.  I  Mrs.  Lancaster's  RivaL 

The  Foreigner*.  | 

By  RICHARO  PRYCE. 

Mlsa  UazweU  3  ASections. 

By  CIIARI.es  REABE. 

It  u  Never  Too  Late  to     SingleheartandDoable- 

Mend.  face. 

The  Double  Marriage.    '■  Good    Stories   of    Men 
Love   Me   Little,  Love        and  other  Animals. 

Me  Long.  ^  Hard  Cash. 

The   Cloister   and   the     Peg  WofBngton. 

Hearth.  Christit  Johnstone. 

The    Course    of    True    Griffith  Gaunt. 

Love.  Fool  Play. 

The  Autobiography  of    The  Wandering  Heir. 

a  Thief.  A  Woman- Hat«r. 

Put    Yourself    in    His    A  Simpleton. 

Place.  A  Perilous  Secret. 

A  Terrible  Temptation.    Eeadiana. 
The  Jilt. 

By  ITIrs.  J.  H.  RIOBEEE. 

Weird  Stories. 

By  ArttEESE   RIVES. 

Barbara  Bering. 

By  F.  W.  ROBI^fSON. 

The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  BORA  RESSEEE. 

A  Country  Sweetheart. 

By  ^V.  CEARK   RESSEEE. 

Ocean  Tragedy.  I  Alone  onWideWide  Sea. 

My  Shipmat*  Louise.     |  The  Phantom  Death. 
By  JOHN    SAUNDERS. 

Guy  Waterman. 
Bound  to  the  WheeL 

RyKATHAREVE  SAE:V»ER.S. 

Margaretand  Elizabeth  I  Heart  SaJvage. 
Gideon's  Eock.  Sebastian. 

The  High  Mills.  | 


The  Two  Dreamers. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels — continued. 

By  HAWEEY   S3IART. 

Without  Love  or  Licence. 

By  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

By  R.  A.  STERXBAEE. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  BERTHA    THO?I.\S. 

Proud  Maisie.  |  The  'Violin-Player. 

By  A>THO:\'Y  TROEEOPE. 

The  Way  we  Live  Now.  |    Scarborough's  Family. 
Frau  Frohmann.  |    The  Land-Leaguers. 

By  FRANCES   E.  TROEEOPE. 

Like    Ships   upon   the  I  Anne  Fumess. 
Sea.  I  Mabel  8  Progress. 

By  IVAN  TERGE>IEFF,  &:c. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

By  ITIARHL   T\^'AI>'. 

The  American  Claimant.  1  Tom  Sawyer  Abroad. 
Tiie£l,0()0,OOOBank-note.  !  Pudd  nhead  Wilson. 

By  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTEER. 

Uistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TYTEER. 

Lady  BeU.  I  The  Blackhall  Ghost*. 

The  Bride  s  Pass.  The  Macdoaald  Lasa. 

Buried  Diamonds.  | 

By  AEEEN  EPWARB. 

The  Queen  against  Owen. 
The  Prince  of  Balkistan. 

By  E.  A.  VIZETEEEY. 
The  Scorpion  :  A  Eomance  of  Spain. 

Rr  J.  S.  WE-VTER. 
A  Soldier  s  Children, 
i       BylTIARGARET  \^YiV:TIAIV. 
My  Flirtations. 

By  E.  ZOEA. 
The  Downfall.  I  Dr.  PascaL 

The  Dream.  |  Money.       |     Lourdes. 


CHEAP   EDITIONS  OF   POPULAR   NOVELS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  38.  each. 


By  ARTE  TIES   li^'ARB. 

Artemua  Ward  Complete. 

By  EB-lIO>B  ABOET. 
The  Fellah. 

By  HA.IIIETON   AIDE. 

Carr  of  Carriyon.  ,   Confidences. 

By  .TIARY   AEBERT. 

Brooke  Finchley  s  Daughter. 

By  :tlrs.  AEEXAXBER. 

Maid,  Wife  or  Widow  7    ,  'Valerie  3  Fate. 

By  GRA.\T  AEEEX. 

Strange  Stories.  For  Maimie's  Sike. 


The  Tents  of  S.hem. 
The  Great  Tatoo. 
Dumaresq  s  Daughter. 
The  Duchess   of  Pou-ys- 

land. 
IvanGreefsMastcrpiece. 
The  Scallywag. 


Philistia. 

Babylon. 

The  DevU's  Die. 

This  Mortal  CoiL 

In  all  Shades. 

The  Beckoning  Hand. 

Blood  EoyaL 

By    E.    EESTER    ARIVOED. 

Phra  the  Phosnician. 

Bv  .4EAX  ST.  AEKYIY. 

A  FeUow  of  Trinity.       I  Master  01  St.Benedlct  s 
The  Junior  Dean.  |  To  His  Own  Master. 

By  Rer.  S.  BARING  OOEEB. 

Eed  Spider.  1  Eve. 


By  FRA?iI£   BARRETT. 


Fettered  for  Life. 
Little  Lady  Linton. 
Between  Life  4  Death. 
The  Sin  of  Olga  Zassou- 

lich. 
Folly  Morrison. 
Lieut.  Barnabas 

SHEESEEY 

Grantley  Grange. 

By^VAETEB   BES.A!VT. 

For  Faith  and  Freedom. 


Honest  Davie. 

A  Prodigal  s  Progress. 

Found  Guilty. 

A  Eecoiling  Vengeance. 
I   For  Love  and  Honour. 

John  Ford;  and  HI* 
I      Helpmate. 

BEAECHAJUP. 


Dorothy  Forster. 

Children  of  Gibeon. 

Uncle  Jack. 

Herr  Paulus. 

All  Sorts  and  Condi- 
tions of  Men. 

The  Captains  Eoom. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 

The  World  Went  Very 
WeU  Then. 


To  Call  Her  Mine. 

The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 

Arm  Orel  of  Lyonesse. 

The  Holy  Eose. 

The  Ivory  Gate. 

St.  Eatherlne  s  by  the 

Tower. 
■Verbena  Camellia. 
The  Eebel  Queen. 


By  W.  BESAZNT  &  J.  RICE. 

This  Son  of  'Vulcan.  The  Ten  Years  Tenant. 

My  Little  Girl.  ;    Eeadv  Money  Mortiboy 

TheCaseof  Mr.Lucraft.  I  With  Harp  and  Crown 
The  Golden  Butterfly.  1  'Twaa  in  Trafalgar* 
By  Celia  8  Arbour.  Bay. 

The  Monks  of  Thelema.  The  ChapUln  of  Ui» 
The  Seamy  Side.  Fleet. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels— coMh«j«d. 
Br  AiTIBROSE  BIERC^E. 

In  the  Midst  of  Life. 

Bv  FREDERICK  BOY1.E. 

Camp  Notes.  I  Chronicle*  of  No-man's 

Savage  Life.  I      Land. 

Bj  BRET   HARTE. 
Callfornian  Stories.        (  Flip.  I    Maruja. 

Rabriel  Conroy.  I  A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

The    Luck   of    Eoaring  i  A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 

Camp.  A  Ward  of  the  Golden 

An  Heiress  of  Eed  Dog.  I      Gate. 

By  HAROI^B   BBIHDQES. 
TTncle  Sam  at  Home. 

By  ROBERT   BUCHANAN. 


The  Martyrdom  of  Ma- 
deline. 
Annan  Water. 
The  New  Abelard. 
Matt. 
The  Heir  of  Linne. 


Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
The  Master  of  the  Mine 

By  HAJL,!.  CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime.  I  The  Deemster. 
A  Srn  of  Hagar.  | 

By  Commander  CAITIERON. 
The  Cruise  of  the  "Black Prince." 
By  ITIrs.  t.OVETT  CAITIERON. 
Deceivers  Ever.  |  Juliet's  Guardian. 

By  AUSTIN   CtiARE. 
For  the  Love  of  a  Lass. 

By  illrs.  ABCHER  CliIVE. 
Paul  Ferroll. 
V/hy  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

Bt  MACtiAREN   COBBAN. 
The  Cure  of  Souls.  |    The  Red  Sultan. 

By  C.  AI.t.STON   COI.I.INS. 
The  Bar  Sinister. 
ITIORT.  &  FRANCES  COI.I.INS 


Sweet  Anne  Page. 
Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Mid 

night. 
A  Fight  with  Fortune. 

By  TVII^KIE   COIiLINS 


Sweet  and  Twenty. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  me  False. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar 
Frances. 


My  Miscellanies. 
The  Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
'I  Say  No  I" 
The  Evil  Genius, 
Little  Novels. 
Legacy  of  Cain. 
Blind  Love. 


Armadale. 

After  Dark. 

No  Name. 

Antonina. 

Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 

The  Dead  Secret. 

Oueen  of  Hearts. 

Miss  or  Mrs.  ? 

The  New  Magdalen. 

The  Frozen  Deep. 

The  Law  and  the  Lady. 

The  Two  Destinies. 

The  Haunted  Hotel. 

A  Rogue's  Life. 

By  I?I.  J.  COI^QCHOIIN. 
Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

By  UUTTON  COOK. 
Leo  I  Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By   C.  EGBERT   CRABDO^JK. 
The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountain*. 

BylTlATT    CROI. 
Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  B.  an.  CROKER. 
Pretty  Miss  Nevill.  I  Bird  of  Passage. 
Diana  Barrington.  Proper  Pride. 

"To  Let."  I  A  FamUy  Likenest. 

By  W.  CYPr.ES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  AXiPHONSE   DAUDET. 
The  Evangelist ;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

By  ERASIVIU8  DAWSON. 
The  Fountain  of  Tontb. 


Two-Shilling  Novei^s— continued. 

By  JAITIES  DE  MII.I.E. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  J.  LEITU   BERAVENT. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears.         |  Circe's  Lovers. 

By  CIBARI.es   DICKENS. 
Sketches  by  Boz.  I  Nicholas  Kickleby. 

Oliver  Twist. 

By  DICK  DONOVAN. 


The  Man-Hunter. 
Tracked  and  Taken.        I 


From  Information  Re- 
ceived. 

Tracked  to  Doom. 

Link  by  Link 

Suspicion  Aroused. 

Dark  Deeds. 

The  Long  Arm  of  the 
Law. 


Caught  at  Last  I 

Wanted ! 

Who    Poisoned    Hetty 

Duncan  ? 
Man  from  Manchester. 
A  Detective's  Triumphs 
In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 

By  Mrs.  ANNIE  EDl^V'^ARDES. 
A  Point  of  Honour.        |  Archie  Lovell. 

By  M.  BETHAITI-ED WARDS. 
Felicia.  |  Kitty. 

By  EDTF.  EGOU,ESTON. 
Roxy. 

By  O.   MANVII.UE   FENN. 
The  New  Mistress.         |     Witness  to  the  Deed. 
By  PEBCir  FITZr^ERAU-D. 
Bella  Donna.  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 

Never  Forgotten.  Seventy  -  five    Brooke 

Polly.  Street. 

Fatal  Zero.  The  Lady  of  Brantome. 

By  P.  FITZOERAIiD  and  others. 
Strange  Secrets. 

ALBANY   DE    FONBU.ANQIJE. 
Filthy  Lucre. 

By  R.  E.  FRANCIMiON. 


King  or  Knave? 
Romances  of  the  Law. 
Ropes  of  Sand. 
A  Dog  and  his  Shadow. 


Olympia 
One  by  One. 
A  ReaJ  Queen. 
Queen  Cophetua. 
By  IIAROIiD  FREDERICK. 
Seth's  Brother  s  Wife.    |   The  Lawton  Girl. 
Pref.by  Sir  BARTI^E  FRERE 
Pandurang  Hari. 

By  MAIN  FRISWEIili. 
One  of  Two. 

By  ED^VARD  OARRETT. 
The  Capel  Girls. 

By  GILBERT  GAUI.. 
A  Strange  Manuscript. 

By  CHARLES  OIBBON. 
Robin  Gray.  i  In  Honour  Bound. 

Fancy  Free.  Flower  of  the  Forest, 

For  Lack  of  Gold.  j  The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

■What   will  the  World    The  Golden  Shaft. 


Of  High  Degree. 
By  Mead  and  Stream. 
Loving  a  Dream. 
A  Hard  Knot. 
Heart's  DeUght. 
Blood-Money, 


Say? 
In  Love  and  War. 
For  the  King. 
In  Pastures  Green. 
Queen  of  the  Meadow. 
A  Heart's  Problem. 
The  Dead  Heart. 

By  WILLIAM  OII.BERT. 
Dr.  Austin's  Guests.       I  The     Wizard    of    th« 
James  Duke.  |      Mountain. 

By  ERNEST   GLANVILLE. 
The  Lost  Heiress.  I  The  Fosaicker. 

A  Fair  Colonist. 

By  HENRY  GREVI£.i:.E. 
A  Noble  Woman.  |  Nikanor. 

By  CECIL.   GRIFFITH. 
Corinthia  Marazion. 

By  SYDNEY  GRUNDY'. 
The  Days  of  his  'Canity. 

By  JOHN  HABBERTON. 
Brueton's  Bayou  I  Country  Luck, 

By  ANDREW  HAJL.r.IDAY. 
Every.day  Papers. 

By  L.ady  DUFF  US  HARDY. 
?aul  Wynter'f  Sacrtflco. 
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Two-Shilling  Hovels— continued 

By  THOHIAS  HARBY. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

S'^AiR^^^^^'*^^  If ARWOOI>. 

The  Tenth  Earl. 

Ky  JUI.IAIV  HAWTHORNE. 

r!^rn„     *.  Beatrix  Randolph. 

I^JnJ^"^®^*^,-  Love-or  a  Name. 

M^«^,f/,  1°°'-  ^^^^'^  Poindexter'8  Dla- 

Miss  Cado^a.  appearance. 

Sebastian  Strome.  The    Spectre    of    the 

"^st.  Camera. 

^     Bf  Sir  ARTHUR  H£L.PS. 

I7an  de  Biron. 

By   HEIVRIT    HERJTIAIV. 

A  Leading  Lady. 

By  HEABOJY  HII^L. 

Zambra  the  Detective. 

^ByJOHIV  HII.I.. 

Treaaon  Felony. 

By  ITIrs.  CASHEIi   HOEY. 

The  Lover's  Creed. 

n.P^„^*'**  «JEORGE  HOOPER. 

The  HonM  of  Raby.  "■vr.E-«.. 

'hn.^J '^^91^^^   HOPKINS. 

Twlxt  Love  and  Duty. 

A  XT*/  ^^^S-  HUNGERFORO. 

I^^^e'v^lfe-^^"^-   I  i^^S^I-e^e. 

^™^^-  I  Lady  Verners  Flight. 

By  ITIrs.  AJLFREW  HUNT. 

^SDi^j:*'"^*^"'^"^-       I   Self.Condemned. 
That  Wther  Person.         |  The  Leaden  Casket 

r  ♦  A  .^J^''^^^  liVGEI^OW. 

Fated  to  be  Free. 

My  Dead  Self. 

By  HARRIETT  JAY. 

The  Dark  CoUeen.  |  Queen  of  Connaught 

By  MARK    KERSHAW. 

Co:onial  Facts  and  Fictions. 

By  R.  ASHE    KING. 

r'JR.^*^  ^^P^^-  I  Passion  s  Slave 

The  Wearing  of   the    BeU  Barry. 

Th.  T.  H    ^^  JOHN  I.EYS. 

The  Lindsays. 

By  E.  I.YNN  LINTON, 


The  Atonement  of  Leam 

Dundas. 
With  a  Silken  Thread 


Patricia  Kemball. 

The  World  Well  Lost 

Under  which  Lord  V 

Pastoa  Carew. 

■  My  Love  I  " 

lone.  _ 


The      Rebel 

Family. 
Sowing  the  Wind 


of     the 


Camlola. 

Donna  Quixote 

Maid  of  Athens. 

?^«  Comet  Of  a  Season. 

The  Dictator. 

Red  Diamonds. 

tlA<;coiiI.. 


Dear  Ladv  Disdain. 
Waterdale  Neighbours 
Mv  Enemy's  Daughter 
A  Fiir  Saxon. 
Lmley  Rochford. 
MiSS  Misanthrope. 

By  HUGBfl  .,.^, 
Mr.  Stranger  s  Sealed  Packet. 

By  AGNES  MAC  DONE  1. 1. 

Quaker  Cousins.  '*'-'« *i*ji„ 

**^\^"^RI^E    S.  ITIACQLOI© 

Tae  Evil  Eye.  |  Lost  Rose.  '**'"*-"• 

By  W.  H.  Ill AI.  LOCK. 

^Sr^Tentu^!  ^"^"  1^^«  New  EepubU,, 


Two-Shilling  Hovels— continued 
By  FLORENCE   HIARRYAT 

Fighting  the  Air.  |  Written  in  Fire 

K.ir^a*''  ^'  ^ASTERMAN. 

Half-a-dozen  Daughters. 

By  BRANDER  MATTHEWS. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

By  LEONARD   I?IERRICK 

The  Man  who  was  Good.       "^'****^*^« 

St  jean  iuiddlemass 

Touch  and  Go.  |  Mr.  DoriSlon     *** 

By  ITIrs.  ITIOLES WORTH 
Hathercourt  Rectory.  ^  »»  "»  X  M. 

o.  ^    J^T  •'•  ^'  MUHBOCK. 

^  de'^r^u^''"'*  "''^  '^°'^- 1  ^'•^'^  «^«  Bosom  of  the 
The  Dead  Man's  Secret.  |        ^^^' 
By  MUKRAY  and   HERITIAN 

?a"^l'/o\7aSaT"--  I^^^BishopPB^lt.^- 

'''  ?FaS!?«'*^'?  ,?^?!RKAY. 


A  Life's  Atonement 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 
Bob     Martins     Little 

vrirl. 
Time's  Revenges. 
A  Wasted  Crime. 


A  Model  Father. 
Joseph's  Coat. 
Coals  of  Fire. 
Val  Strange. 
Old  Blazer  8  Hero. 
Hearts. 

The  Way  of  the  World 
Cynic  Fortune.  -,..„„.„.,,„,« 

By  HENRY  ITICkr^v 
A  Game  of  Bluff.  ,  a  Song  ofi^^pence. 

..T,    ,r.^»  HUillE  NISBET. 

«"     *  ,  ,^„    I  Dr.Bernard  St. Vincent. 
T,,   „^J  ^^iCE   O'HANLON. 
The  Unforeseen.  |  Chance  7  or  Fate  7 

By  GEORGES  OIINET. 
AjITlT,:  I  a  weird  Gift. 

By  Mra.  OLIPHANT. 
K^^fSe  Path.         I  "^E^Sr  ^^^--  ^ 
&^f'.!kSS^^^'^  O  REILLY. 

By  ouiba. 


Wooden 


Two     Little 

Shoes. 
Moths. 
BImbi. 
PipiatreUo. 
A  Village  Commcat. 
Wanda. 
Othmar. 
Frescoes. 
In  Maremma, 
Guilderoy. 
Ruffino. 
Syrlin. 

Santa  Barbara. 
Ouidas   Wisdom.    Wit 

and  Pathos. 


Held  in  Bondage, 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Idalia. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Cecil  Castlemaine'sGaee 

Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

Folle  Farlne. 

A  Dog  of  FlanderB. 

Pascarel. 

Signa. 

Princess  Napraxine. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship.  ^^ 

MARGARET  AGNESPAI ¥ 

Gentle  and  Simple.  '■'"^ts  mtavM^, 

By  C.  L.  PIRKI« 

Lady  Lovelace.  *^*»*».*». 

By  EBGAR  A.  POE. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 

By  Mrs.  CAMPBELL  PRAEfl 

The  Romance  of  a  Station  ■^-"■AJil*. 

The  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 
Outlaw  and  Lawmaker. 

By  E.  C.  PRm? 


32  CHATTO   &   WINDUS.   PUBUgHgRS.   PICCADILLY 


Two-Shilling  Novels— continued 
Bj  JAJIES  PAYIV 

Bentfnck  8  Tutor. 

Murphy  8  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

Cecil  8  Tryst. 

The  Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 

The  Foster  Brothers. 

FouBd  Dead. 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 

Walters  Word. 

Halvea. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

Homoroos  Stories. 

£360  Reward. 

A  Marine  Residence. 

Mirk  Abbey. 

By  Proxy. 

Under  One  Roof. 

High  Spirits. 

Carlyon's  Year. 

From  Exile. 

For  Cash  Only. 

The  canons  Ward.  1  SlrVt^elf  °°'^- 

By  CHARI.ES  BEAJ>E. 

It^  Never  Too  late  to     A  TerribleTemptation 
Christie  Johnstone. 
The  Double  Marria'^e. 


,   Talk  Of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
APerfect  Treasure. 
!  What  He  Coat  Her. 
j  A  Confidential  Agent, 
Glow-worm  Tales 
The  Burnt  Million 
I  Sunny  Stories. 
'  Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
A  Woman's  Vengeance. 
The  Family  Scapecrate. 
Gwendoline  8  Harvest 
Like  Father,  Like  Son  ' 
Married  Beneath  Him 
Not  Wooed,  but  Won 
Less  Black  than  We  re 

Painted. 
Some  Private  Views. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
The   Mystery  of   Mir- 

bridge. 
The  Word  and  the  WUl. 


Two-Shilling  NovBLS-continued 
A^tcf^Je^Sf  SMTC1II.EV. 

Withoft^o^r^etfe^  ^^^^ 
Th^eMys^^es'^^nTto-n^^^^'JlST. 


The  LoudwaterTragedy, 
Burgo  s  RoEance. 
Quittance  in  Full. 


Foul  Play. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 

Hard  Cash. 

Singleheart  and  Double- 
face. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and 
other  Animals. 

Peg  Woffin^on. 

Griffith  Gaunt. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

A  Simpleton. 

Readiana. 


Put     Yourself   in  "His 

Place. 
Love  Me   Little,  Love 

Me  Long. 
The   Cloister  and    the 

Hearth. 
The    Course    of    True 

Love. 

^^j^^^^°g^^r>^y  of    A^^^-Hater 

nr ,  ?Z  ^^^^'  '^'  ^'  Rii>i>EEr.. 

SIS'  MS'-  '  ^^  Hf^^Wted  House 

l^tS  Darling.     '  ^^o\r^.I^^/^  ^  ^^^^^ 
^'^ar^^la^V.^'^-^    ffit  ?^ef.  ^'^"^• 

By  AOTEI.IE   KIFES. 

Barbara  Bering. 

By  F.  TV.  ROBI.VSO.-V. 

Women  are  Strange.      |  The  Hands  of  Justice. 

ov.    ^^  JATIE.^  BUNCIITJAN. 

Skippers  and  SheUbacks. 
Grace  Balmaign  s  Sweetheart 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

By  W.  Ct..\RK   RUSSET  J 


Dyke. 
The  Golden  Hoop. 
Hoodwinked. 
By  Devious  Wayi. 

TheASL.^t*''^*^"^'^^- 

vo?r  ^-   I^Ot^IS   STEVE NSOIV 

New  Arabian  Nights.     ;  Prince  Otto 

By  BERTHA   THOTI 4  « 

pSiS-aisie.  |^e"£?Uyfr: 

By  \rAETER   THORVRfR^- 

t"  aUoJ"^"^*-    '  °"\orie.^t^i?^  • 
l>?^;.o^c?t^i^?J*   TROJ^I^OPE. 

Mp^^uSn-^?,«J««^.^OPE. 

Frfu^rfSn=«--il-^^^^^ 
Marion  FlyT^  S.®  -^erican  Senator. 

Kept  in  the  Dark.  ^k^^^'^^^Sl^ » 


John  Caldigate 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 


Family. 

The     Golden 

Granpere. 


Uon    of 


Harlowe. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide 

Sea. 


OntheFoksle  Head. 

In  the  Middle  Watch. 

A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 

A  Book  for  the  Ham- 
mock. 

The  Mystery  of  the 
"Ocean  Star."  i 

OEOROE  AIJGrSTtS  S^l^A 

Gaslight  and  Daylight.  Jsa-IjA. 

By  JOMM.y  SACNBERS. 

?SJ?;\X^ers.        l^^o^^oninthePath. 

By  GEORGE  R.  Slim. 

5??^«l^'iyafabond«.,  Tinkletop's  Crime. 


The  Land-Leaguers 

FamS^pflly;^    TROTITJRTOGE. 

By  IVAi'V  Tl'RGE^IF'P'W    ^« 

Stories  from  Foreign  "vTiSt  **^*^^'  **=* 
By  ITIARK   TWAIIV 


The  Bride  8  Pass. 
Buried  Diamonds 
St.  Mungo  8  City. 
Lady  BeU. 
Noblesse  Oblige, 


the  Ring  o  Bells. 
Mary  Janes  Memoirs 
M-iry  Jane  Married. 
Tales  of  To-day. 
Dramas  of  Life. 


Zeph. 
My  Two  Wives. 
Memoirs  of  a  Landlady 
Scene*  from  the  Show' 


The  Huguenot  Family. 
The  BUckhali  Ghosts 
What  SheCameThrough 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 
Di-appVarTa:*""  Citoyenne  Jaqueline. 

The  Queen  against  Owen.         »»^»-»". 
By    AARO.V    WATSOTV   nnrf 

I.II.1.IAS  wasserjianSt 

The  Marquis  of  Carabas       ^'^'^-^'-^'^i^' 

„      ,        By  J.  S.  ITIZVTER. 

Cavalry  Life.  ,  Regimtn^'egend* 

T^,.  T,  ^^  ^'  *"•  ^VOOB. 

TW  |*^?1S"  ^r°m  Scotland  Yard. 
The  En-hshman  of  the  Rue  Cain 

Sablna        ^"^  *^*^^  U  ©OB. 

CEl^IA  PARKER  WOOEI.EV 

Rachel  Armstrong;  or,  Love  and  The^ojt^  ^* 
By  ED.TIUIVB  YATE^ 

^JSSt^'*^-  |Ca.taway^*=*- 


'^'^^'''  «-^  ^«^  CO.  LIMITED,  r^^^^^^^r^^IITi;:^;^^^-^;^^^^ 


}  ■ 


